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FADE IN:
EXT. VINCENT’S CAFE, SOUTH PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT
The SOUND of TWO MALE TENOR VOICES drifts through the open 
door of an Italian restaurant.
SUPERIMPOSED TITLE:  1986
The restaurant’s sign reads VINCENT’S OPERA CAFE
TOMMY CASTILUCCI, PAULIE SABATINO, MICHAEL RANDAZZO, and 
ANTHONY MORRONE, late teens, enter the restaurant, Miami Vice 
look-alikes in their jackets with pushed up sleeves, thin 
ties, and fluffy hair.
INT. VINCENT’S CAFE - NIGHT
Vincent’s Opera Cafe is packed with a large dinner CROWD.
Two barrel-chested WAITERS BELT OUT “O Sole Mio.”
As Anthony, 17, handsome and intense, enters, he joins them, 
linking his arms around their waists.  
It’s a battle of the tenors.
As the men soar through the final notes each trying to 
outlast the other, Anthony holds the last note moving into a 
high key as the other waiters, red-faced, collapse away.
Loud BRAVOS fill the air.
Anthony is good-naturedly punched. 
He leans over to kiss a dark-haired woman in her late 50’s, 
SOPHIA MORRONE, his grandmother.
The restaurant’s owner, JOE CASTILUCCI, a small man in his 
early 50’s, puts his arm around Anthony’s shoulders.
JOE
I keep telling you, Anthony.  You 
should work for me, huh, Sophia?
ANTHONY
No offense, Joe, but I got other 
plans.
1 
SOPHIA
He doesn’t know what he wants. A 
gift like that - the voice of an 
angel  He got that from his father, 
may he rest in peace.
ANTHONY
C’mon, Grandma. I want to be rich 
and famous!  
Anthony’s friends wave at Anthony.  He gives them an agonized 
“One Minute” signal. 
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
So, Grandma, me and the guys we’re 
going to stay with Paulie’s Uncle 
Phil in Jersey tonight.
SOPHIA
I remember Phil Sabatino.  He was a 
wise guy bum when he was five years 
old.
Anthony dramatically throws his hands up in the air. 
ANTHONY
He drives a Cadillac.
SOPHIA
There are more important things 
than fancy homes and Cadillacs.
ANTHONY
Some day I’ll buy you a new house 
and a Cadillac...
She pats Anthony on the arm.
SOPHIA
You can buy me a new sofa.  That I 
can use. Go, Go!
ANTHONY 
Thanks, Grandma!
Anthony joins his friends, smiling.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
She thinks we’re going to Uncle 
Phil’s.
2 
As the boys start to walk out the door, an elegant, dark-
haired woman, PALOMA DI SCALA, 50’s, with a handsome younger 
man, CLAY MONARCH, 30’s, edge past them.
Joe rushes to her.
JOE
Miss Paloma!
The boys keep walking out the door, but Anthony hangs back, 
star struck.  Paulie sticks his head back in the door. 
PAULIE
Who’s the old lady?
ANTHONY
You moron. That’s Paloma di Scala.  
She’s famous. Don’t let Grandma 
Sophia hear you.  She loves her.
The boys come back inside.
PAULIE
Last time I said something Grandma 
Sophia don’t like, and bam...she 
gave me a bruise on my arm that 
lasted three weeks.
Everything in the room becomes quiet.  Silverware no longer 
CLINKS with the dishes, glasses stay adrift in mid-air.  
Paloma smiles at Joe, offering her hand.
PALOMA
It’s been a long time, Joe.
JOE
Too, too long, La Divina. Let me 
get the perfect table for you.
PALOMA
You remember my manager, Mr. 
Monarch?
Joe and Clay shake hands.  Paloma patiently smiles as Joe 
leads them to a table against the wall.
Sophia stares at Paloma DiScala, mesmerized. She begins to 
CLAP, and enthusiastic APPLAUSE breaks out through the 
restaurant.
Paloma gives a small wave before sitting.
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JOE
The last time you were here, you 
sang for us.  Perhaps...
PALOMA
It’s someone else’s turn. Tonight,  
I listen.     
Joe nods.
JOE
I have a red wine you must taste.  
It’s exquisite, like you.
As Joe turns, he runs right into Anthony.  
JOE (CONT’D)
Kid! 
ANTHONY
I’d be honored to sing for Miss 
DiScala.
Paloma glances up from the menu, apparently disinterested.  
Anthony closes his eyes as he begins a song, “Nessun dorma”,  
about conquest and triumph.
As his voice fills the room, Paloma continues to look at her 
menu, but Clay stares at Anthony.
Anthony finishes. There is an intake of breath before the 
entire restaurant crowd erupts in THUNDEROUS APPLAUSE. 
Bills are thrown at Anthony.  He gives a theatrical bow as 
the boys jam the money in their pockets.
Anthony stays in front of Paloma, waiting for her response.  
She looks up from the menu.
PALOMA
Joe, I’ll have the veal marsala.
Angry, Anthony storms out the door, followed by his friends.
Sophia calls after him.
SOPHIA
You go to mass tomorrow, you hear?  
I’m sure you’ll have plenty of 
things to confess.
4 
EXT. VICTOR’S RESTAURANT - NIGHT 
Paulie, Michael and Tommy are counting money.
Anthony pounds his fist on a parked car.
ANTHONY
“Joe, I’ll have the veal marsala”?
PAULIE
Jesus, there’s gotta be over a 
hundred bucks here!
Michael slaps Anthony on the back.     
MICHAEL
You did good, Anthony.  Don’t let 
her bug you.  I heard she can’t 
sing no more anyway.
CLAY (O.S.)
Do you always sing like that?
Clay walks towards them.
Anthony coolly shrugs his shoulders.
ANTHONY
Yeah.
Clay hands Anthony his card.
CLAY
I’m Clay Monarch. I’m a manager. I 
think we could make a lot of money 
with that voice. 
PALOMA (O.S.)
Money! Money! Always money! 
Paloma pulls Anthony up the street, away from the others.  
PALOMA (CONT’D)
There’s plenty of time for money. 
You need training.
ANTHONY
I’ve had some voice lessons. Your 
manager seems to think I’m pretty 
good.
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PALOMA
“Pretty good”?  No, no, real 
training. You could be magnificent. 
Learn to control this gift and 
never take it for granted or it 
will turn on you.  I know.
She smiles sadly, handing him one hundred dollars.
PALOMA (CONT’D)
This is for beer money.  If you 
want to learn, come see me at 
Julliard in New York. I’m teaching 
a Master Class.    
She throws her scarf dramatically over one shoulder, angrily 
pushing Clay away as she walks back into the restaurant.  
PALOMA (CONT’D)
Stay away from that boy!
Anthony starts to follow her.
Paulie looks stupefied, still holding Anthony’s money.
PAULIE
Hey, Anthony!  Whassup? Where are 
you goin’?
Anthony turns.
ANTHONY
You guys keep the money.  
His friends stare after him, speechless.
Anthony starts to return Clay’s card to him.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
She says I need lessons.
CLAY
Keep it.  
Anthony shrugs and puts the card in his jacket pocket. 
6 
SUPERIMPOSED TITLE: PRESENT
INT. ACADEMY OF THE ARTS/BACKSTAGE, PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT
It’s opening night pandemonium.  STAGE HANDS carrying couches 
and lamps wind between costumed SINGERS racing to find their 
places.
INT. ACADEMY OF THE ARTS/DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT
Behind the door, male and female voices running scales.
VOICES (O.S.)
La la la la la la la!
A hand knocks on the door.
MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Dammit, Sam, five more minutes!
Sophia turns to TOMMY CASTALUCCI, balding and about fifty 
pounds heavier, and yells at the door.
SOPHIA
Anthony Morrone, you open this 
door.
The door swings open.
Anthony, in costume, smiles as he engulfs Sophia in his arms.
INT. DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT
Beautifully appointed room with makeup mirrors, large screen 
television, sofas.
ANGELICA DONNELLY, stunning 30-something, also in costume, 
seated at the makeup mirror, rises.
ANTHONY
Grandma!
SOPHIA
Say hello to Tommy.
Tommy puts his hand out and Anthony shakes it, obviously not 
recognizing him. 
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TOMMY
Anthony?  It’s me.  Tommy 
Castalucci.
Anthony smiles politely.
ANTHONY
Tommy.  It’s good to see you. 
Angelica, this is Grandma Sophia 
and one of the guys from the old 
neighborhood, Tommy Castalucci.
Angelica kisses Sophia on both cheeks.
ANGELICA
I’m so happy to finally meet you.
Sophia gives her the once over.
SOPHIA
I’m glad for you. 
The door opens.
CLAY MONARCH, older, slicker, pops his head in.
CLAY
Ready to go?
Anthony nods. He gives Sophia a quick kiss.
ANTHONY
Clay, you remember my grandmother, 
Sophia. Can you take her to her 
seat?  Best in the house, Grandma.
SOPHIA
Of course!
TOMMY
Maybe you, Sophia, and Miss 
Donnelly could come have dinner 
with me afterwards.  I own 
Vincent’s now.  You could come sing 
for us.  It’d be like the old days, 
you know?
ANTHONY
We’ll see.  Thanks for coming by.
Anthony closes the door.
8 
INT. ACADEMY OF THE ARTS/BACKSTAGE, PHILADELPHIA
Hurt, Tommy talks to the closed door.
TOMMY
The whole neighborhood has tickets 
tonight.
He follows Clay and Sophia down the darkened hall.
INT. DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT
Anthony runs his scales again, glancing in the mirror.  
ANTHONY
Did you hear that?
His voice makes the slightest CRACK.
Angelica puts her arms around him.  
ANGELICA
So that was Grandma Sophia.  
ANTHONY
Maybe I’m getting a cold.
Angelica drops her arms and sits back at her vanity, staring 
at the mirror.
Anthony stands behind her, setting a small blue box in front 
of her. 
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
I stopped by Tiffany’s today.
Angelica quickly opens the box to display two gorgeous 
diamond earrings.  She stares at them, unsmiling.
ANGELICA
Right size box, wrong jewelry.
ANTHONY
If you don’t like them...
ANGELICA
We’ve been together two years, you 
finally introduce me to your 
grandmother.  I thought maybe...
KNOCK ON THE DOOR.
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ANTHONY
Can we talk about this later?
VOICE (O.S.)
Places please.
The ORCHESTRA begins to play over the speakers.
ANTHONY
One minute!  
He puts his hand on the box.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
I can take them back.
She snatches the box to her, and kisses him. 
ANGELICA
They’ll do for now.
INT. ACADEMY OF THE ARTS/AUDITORIUM - NIGHT 
The inside of the Academy of the Arts is old world beautiful 
in red and gold velvet.
Sophia, seated next to Tommy, glances through the program.  
INSERT: LA TRAVIATA
Starring Anthony Morrone and Angelica Donnelly
ON STAGE - 
Anthony (”Alfredo”) struts around the stage during a lively 
party scene set in 1840’s, Paris, trying to impress Angelica 
(”Violetta”).  
Anthony’s tenor voice soars to the back row.  Perfection - 
glorious voices, rousing music.  Until...
Anthony’s voice CRACKS.
Angelica glances at him, but keeps singing.
It happens again.  The chorus continues to sing, but look 
nervously at each other.
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IN THE AUDITORIUM -  
Sophia frowns, grabbing Tommy’s arm.
ON STAGE -  
Anthony stands in the spotlight as his voice fades to a 
CROAK.
IN THE ORCHESTRA PIT -
The CONDUCTOR looks up at Anthony on the stage. 
ON STAGE -
The chorus and Angelica stand on stage continuing to sing as 
Anthony’s voice becomes silent.
Anthony and Angelica exchange looks of fear.  He walks 
quickly off stage.
The orchestra stops and the AUDIENCE MURMURS. 
IN THE AUDITORIUM - 
In her seat, Sophia covers her face.
SOPHIA
Oh, my poor boy.
Deadly silence on the stage. 
INT. ACADEMY OF THE ARTS/BACKSTAGE - NIGHT
The backstage area is now empty.  Only a few worklights shine 
dully from above.
Anthony, now in casual clothes, looks at the set from the 
opening scene of “La Traviata”.  He picks up a cup and 
saucer, runs his hands along a devan.
A VOICE calls out from the darkness.
VOICE (O.S.)
Who’s there?
Anthony looks up, startled.
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ANTHONY
It’s me, Sam.
Sam moves into the light.  
SAM
Can I help you, Mr. Morrone?
ANTHONY
Just came to get my things.  I 
won’t be long.
Anthony moves towards the hallway.
SAM
I was sure...sorry....about 
tonight, sir.
Anthony stops, looking at Sam.
ANTHONY
Me, too, Sam.  
Anthony moves on in silence, swallowed by the darkness.
EXT. SOUTH PHILADELPHIA STREET - LATER THAT NIGHT
The street next to a vacant lot is dark. Two YOUNG MEN, both 
20, stand over a LEAN MAN on the ground.
JAKE SABATINO, thin, handsome, tries to hold a gun steady as 
RON CASALE, turns the man over.
JAKE
How much does he owe Donnie?  
Ron kicks the GROANING man.
RON
Ten thousand and change.
Ron turns the man’s arm over trying to unfasten his watch.
RON (CONT’D)
Nice watch!
The man tries to sit up, but Jake kicks him back down.
MAN
Tell Donnie, I swear by next 
Friday.
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JAKE
Donnie wants a payment now.
The man grabs Jake’s pant legs.
MAN
I don’t have it, but I know where I 
can.
RON
Wrong answer!
Ron kicks him again, placing his foot against the man’s 
throat.  He can’t breathe and begins gurgling.  Ron looks at 
the man’s watch, now on his own wrist.
RON (CONT’D)
It looks better on me.
MAN
Take it!
Ron gets into the man’s face.
RON
I don’t need your permission.
The SOUND of FOOTSTEPS make all three look up.  The dark 
figure of a man, FATHER MICHAEL RANDAZZO, walks closer.  
Ron and Jake stand in front of the man who is trying to crawl 
away.  Ron pulls his coat back, a gun shoved in his 
waistband.  
The bloodied man looks up, pleading, to the man as he 
approaches.  
MAN
Please...please help me.
FATHER MICHAEL
What’s going on here?
Jake grabs hold of Father Michael’s coat and slams him into a 
chainlink fence.
JAKE
It’s none of your damned business.
Ron advances, noticing Father Michael’s collar.
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RON
Jesus, he’s a priest.
Jake loosens his grip.
JAKE
Just get out of here.  Move on.
Father Michael looks closely at him.
FATHER MICHAEL
I was a friend of your old man.  
I’m Father Mike Randazzo.
RON
Shit. You gotta do something, man.  
He knows you.
Jake starts to grab Father Michael around the throat when the 
SOUND OF CHURCH MUSIC travels through the air.  
Jake pauses, looking in its direction.  Ron looks at him, 
pissed off.
RON (CONT’D)
What?  All right, I’ll take care of 
it.
Ron takes his gun from his waistband and places the barrel 
under Father Michael’s chin.  Jake pushes Ron away, dreamy-
eyed.
JAKE
Shut up!  Just shut up! Listen.
RON
What?
Father Michael puts a hand on Jake’s arm.
FATHER MICHAEL
It’s the choir from St. Mary 
Magdalen’s.
JAKE
It sounds like angels.
RON
You’re fuckin’ crazy.
Ron throws Father Michael to the ground.  He lands near the 
other man.  Ron grabs the man and props him against the wall.
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FATHER MICHAEL
Jake, if I’d known you were in 
trouble, I’d have just given you 
some money. 
Jake looks at Ron as he points his gun and grabs Ron’s arm, 
pinning it behind him.  The two wrestle, Jake hits Ron on the 
head with the gun.  
As if walking in his sleep, Jake begins to move down the 
street.
Father Michael pulls himself to his feet, following him.
FATHER MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Jake, let me help you.
EXT. SOUTH PHILADELPHIA STREET - NIGHT 
The singing continues, Jake begins to run down the street.  
He stops, leaning against a wall, and begins to cry.
EXT. ST. MARY MAGDALEN CATHOLIC CHURCH - NIGHT
Jake stops in front of the church.  The VOICES of a CHOIR 
SINGING “Ave Maria” drift through a window.
He stares up at the church and walks through the door.
INT. ST. MARY MAGDALEN CATHOLIC CHURCH - NIGHT
The church is in darkness except for the altar and choir 
area.
Jake, covered in blood and tears, makes his way down the 
aisle, SINGING softly.
He sings louder and louder, his voice reaching brilliance 
until he’s in front of the CHOIR and its director, VERONICA 
BOCCIA, in her 30’s, lovely and intense. 
When the final “Amen” is sung Father Michael reaches for Jake 
as he collapses.  
INT. APARTMENT/BEDROOM - LATE AFTERNOON - SEVERAL MONTHS 
LATER
Two large suitcases are propped open as Angelica travels back 
and forth from the closet, a phone tucked under her chin. 
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Anthony enters the room.
ANGELICA
I’ll see you in a few minutes.
ANTHONY
Who was that?
ANGELICA
Clay. 
ANTHONY
He’s still crying about the tour?
ANGELICA
It turns out it’s not a total loss.
ANTHONY
My voice isn’t back.
ANGELICA
Clay arranged a solo tour.
ANTHONY
And you were going to tell me when 
exactly?
His hand rifles through her suitcase.
ANTHONY  (CONT’D)
This is a lot for a week.  Even for 
you.
They stare at each other.  Angelica looks away first.
ANGELICA
I’ll send Clay’s assistant for the 
rest of my things in a few days.
ANTHONY
Just like that?
ANGELICA
Just like that?  It’s not just the 
last few months, it’s been two 
years.  Two years of waiting for 
you to love me.  
ANTHONY
I do love you.
ANGELICA
You love something more.
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ANTHONY
What?
ANGELICA
Yourself.    
ANTHONY
You don’t think I’ll get my voice 
back.  That’s what all this is 
about, isn’t it?
She sits on the bed, crying. 
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
Isn’t it?
ANGELICA
The doctors can’t find anything 
wrong.
ANTHONY
So this is my fault.  
ANGELICA
Maybe it is! And why is it so wrong 
for me to want things how they 
were? This didn’t just happen to 
you.  It happened to me, too.
ANTHONY
But you can still sing. 
The DOORBELL RINGS.
ANGELICA
And you can’t forgive me for that.
She zips her suitcases. Anthony storms from the room.
INT. LIVING ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON
Anthony opens the door for Clay as he steps inside.
ANTHONY
Well, if it isn’t our pimp.
Clay smiles.
CLAY
Now don’t be nasty.  We did very 
well together.
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ANTHONY
I told you six months ago I needed 
to take a break.
CLAY
Who was stopping you?  I didn’t 
force you to sing.  Performing the 
part of your caretaker was never 
part of our deal.
Angelica approaches with her suitcases.  Clay takes them from 
her.
ANTHONY
You put her up to this.
CLAY
I didn’t have to.  You did the work 
for me.
Clay leaves the apartment.  Angelica pauses at the door.
ANGELICA
Anthony, I...
Anthony fishes in his pocket and pulls out a small jewelry 
box. 
Angelica opens it.
INSERT SHOT:
A perfectly beautifully diamond engagement ring.  Angelica 
begins to cry.
ANGELICA (CONT’D)
Anthony?  
ANTHONY
Right sized box, wrong timing.
She starts to hand it back to him.  He stops her.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
No, you keep it.  I bought it for 
you.  
She lets Clay pulls her away, sobbing.
He closes the door softly.  Anthony leans against the door, 
finally his body slides down the length of the door.  He sits 
on the floor, flinging the box from him, his head in his 
hands.
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The phone RINGS, startling him. 
He picks it up.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
Grandma?  What’s wrong?
INT. SOPHIA MORRONE’S HOUSE, PHILADELPHIA - LATE AFTERNOON
Sophia sits on her sofa, and puts down the phone. She looks 
at Father Michael seated next to her.
SOPHIA
He’s coming.
EXT. PHILADELPHIA STREET - NIGHT
Anthony and Sophia walk slowly down the street.
Many of the houses look renovated, or are in the process, 
with scaffolds and tents surrounding them.     
ANTHONY
You sounded terrible on the phone.
SOPHIA
How do you expect me to sound?  I’m 
over seventy.
ANTHONY
Neighborhood looks pretty good, 
actually.
SOPHIA
It’s the yuppies.
ANTHONY
Do they still call them that?
SOPHIA
These young couples are coming in, 
buying places, fixing them up.  
It’s cheaper than Center City.  I 
had one guy offer me $600,000 for 
my house.
ANTHONY
Grandma!  You should’ve sold it.
She punches him in the arm.  He grimaces.
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SOPHIA
Then where would I live?  I like my 
house.
ANTHONY
I worry about you living alone.
SOPHIA
You’re here now.  Don’t spoil it.
ANTHONY
Where do you want to eat?
SOPHIA
Vincent’s.  I go there every Friday 
night.
ANTHONY
Isn’t there somewhere else we could 
go?
SOPHIA
No.
Anthony SIGHS and throws up his hands.
INT. VINCENT’S OPERA CAFE - NIGHT 
The restaurant has changed little in twenty years.  It’s 
packed with the evening CROWD.
A dull ROAR permeates.
Sophia SQUEALS in surprise as Tommy picks her up.  She 
punches him hard in the arm.
TOMMY
Grandma Sophia, that’s gonna leave 
a bruise. 
SOPHIA
You want to end my life in your 
restaurant, Tommy?  No surprises at 
my age.
TOMMY
So I finally got you back in here, 
Anthony.
Anthony starts to shake his hand but is embarrassed as Tommy 
engulfs him in a bear hug.
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TOMMY (CONT’D)
It’s been forever.
ANTHONY
Joe left you this place?  
TOMMY
Go figure.  Here, come, sit down.
He leads them to a table.  Father Michael stands and gives 
Anthony a hug, too.
It takes Anthony a minute to recognize him.
Veronica Boccia, the choir director from St. Magdelen’s, 
remains seated.  She smiles slightly at Anthony.
FATHER MICHAEL
It’s been too long, Anthony.
ANTHONY
I can’t believe it, Mikey the 
priest.
SOPHIA
I told you about that.
ANTHONY
I’m sure you did, but, Jesus, 
Mikey, a priest.
FATHER MICHAEL
This is Veronica Boccia. She’s the 
choir director at St. Magdalen’s as 
well as a professor at the Music 
School.
ANTHONY
It’s nice to meet you.
Anthony smiles politely at Veronica.  
VERONICA
You, too.
ANTHONY
So Mikey, when did you get 
collared?
They sit down.
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FATHER MICHAEL
About fifteen years ago. Remember 
Father Ralph?
ANTHONY
Sure.  
FATHER MICHAEL
I started helping him with a 
homeless shelter, and before you 
know it...
Tommy puts his arms around his friends.  
TOMMY
It’s so good to have you both here!  
Anything you want tonight - it’s on 
me!
Tommy walks over to Jake.  Though he still looks slender and 
intense, Jake appears healthier, more handsome.  
TOMMY (CONT’D)
Listen up, everybody!  I want you 
to listen to Jakey here sing.  Go 
ahead, Jakey.
Jake sets down a tray and moves to the center of the 
restaurant.
He begins to sing, “Nessun Dorma.”  He’s talented, really 
talented.
Anthony’s face registers little emotion as he stares at Jake.
When Jake finishes, the restaurant bursts into SHOUTS and 
APPLAUSE.
Jake picks up his tray and disappears into the kitchen.  
Tommy rejoins their table.
TOMMY (CONT’D)
Isn’t he terrific?  Jake is 
Paulie’s son. Paulie Sabatino, you 
remember him, Anthony?
ANTHONY
What’s Paulie doing these days?
SOPHIA
Pushing up daisies.
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FATHER MICHAEL
Sophia!
VERONICA
He got killed in a car accident a 
couple of years ago.
ANTHONY
I’m sorry, I didn’t know.
SOPHIA
But they suspect he got whacked.
TOMMY
Jakey was about to go to Carnegie 
Mellon to study music, even had a 
scholarship.  When Paulie died, he 
never went.
FATHER MICHAEL
He just needs some direction again.  
Tommy put him to work here at the 
restaurant.
TOMMY
He might even get discovered like 
you did.
The two men, Veronica, and Sophia stare at Anthony.
ANTHONY
What?
VERONICA
He’s in my choir at St. Magdalen’s, 
and I’ve done about all I can with 
him.  He needs to study.
ANTHONY
You’re a teacher.
VERONICA
I teach piano and music theory.  
ANTHONY
Surely there’s someone at the 
School of Vocal Music.
VERONICA
That’s it?
Veronica rises from her chair.
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VERONICA (CONT’D)
Tommy, I told you this was a waste 
of time.
ANTHONY
What?  
Tommy waves Jake over.  
TOMMY
Jake, I want you to meet someone.  
This is Anthony Morrone.
ANTHONY
You did some nice work tonight.
JAKE
It was okay.
FATHER MICHAEL
Anthony was a friend of your 
father’s.
JAKE
The singer.  Yeah, he talked about 
you.
VERONICA
How would you like to work with 
Anthony?
Anthony looks at Veronica, surprised.
JAKE
What do you mean work?
VERONICA
He could give you voice lessons.
ANTHONY
I’m not a teacher.
SOPHIA
You never tried before.
Jake fidgets with his jacket.  He stares at Anthony, 
defiantly.
JAKE
I don’t think I’m really interested 
anyway.  See ya, Tommy.  My shift’s 
over.
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Jake starts to walk out the door.
Anthony looks at the menu.
ANTHONY
He’s not interested. 
FATHER MICHAEL
It’d be a nice thing to help 
Paulie’s son.
ANTHONY
I can’t.
VERONICA
Or won’t.
Veronica walks out the door after Jake.
TOMMY
She said you would probably be an 
asshole. She was right.  
Tommy walks out the door.
Sophia socks Anthony on the shoulders.  Anthony winces.
ANTHONY
Jesus, Grandma.  Don’t practice 
your boxing on me.
SOPHIA
I never ask you for anything, do I? 
ANTHONY
No, you don’t.
SOPHIA
I’m asking now.  Just meet with 
him.
Anthony looks back and forth between Father Michael and 
Sophia.  
FATHER MICHAEL
The four of us were like brothers, 
Anthony.  We haven’t seen you in 
twenty years.  Not even a phone 
call when you were in town.  
Nothing.  
He shakes his head and leaves the table. 
25 
ANTHONY
Are you going to get up and leave, 
too? 
SOPHIA
Go outside now and make 
arrangements, or I just might.
Anthony throws up as his hands as he walks away from the 
table.
EXT. VINCENT’S OPERA CAFE - NIGHT 
Father Michael, Tommy, and Veronica stand on the sidewalk 
with Jake as Anthony joins them.  
ANTHONY
Tomorrow morning.  Nine o’clock.
JAKE
That’s kinda early for me.
ANTHONY
Do you want my help or not?
JAKE
I guess it’s okay.
Jake shrugs his shoulders and walks down the street with 
Veronica.
Tommy pats Anthony on the shoulder and returns inside. 
FATHER MICHAEL 
You’re a good man, Anthony.
ANTHONY
No, I’m not, Father Mikey. I 
haven’t been to confession in over 
twenty years. And your choir 
director thinks I’m an asshole.
Anthony and Father Michael laugh.
INT. SOPHIA’S HOUSE/PARLOR - NIGHT 
Sophia takes the plastic cover off the couch as Anthony 
watches.
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ANTHONY
Grandma! You’re going to actually 
sit on the couch I bought you.
SOPHIA
It’s time, I think.
She tentatively perches on the edge and then wiggles all the 
way back.  She smiles.
SOPHIA (CONT’D)
Trying something new is nice.  Very 
nice. 
She gets up from the sofa and kisses Anthony good night.
SOPHIA
You’re doing a good thing with that 
boy. Paloma DiScala taught you, you
teach Jake. I’m proud of you.
Sophia begins marching up the stairs.
ANTHONY
Hey, you seem like you’re feeling 
better.
SOPHIA
It’s a miracle. Good night, sweet 
boy.
She blows him a kiss good night.
INT. ANTHONY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Anthony flips on the light in his old bedroom.
He glances around the room, then looks at the trophies on the 
bookshelf, the ribbons covering the wall.  
He picks up a scrapbook, leafing through the pages.
INSERT SHOTS:
Photos of Anthony with the boys
Anthony and Paloma DiScala
Newspaper headline: MORRONE TO OPEN AT THE MET
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Anthony sits on the old bed and quietly sings the first line 
of “Nessun dorma.”
Only a HOARSE, BROKEN SOUND sound emerges.
He turns out the light.
INT. SOPHIA MORRONE’S HOUSE/HALLWAY - DAY
The doorbell RINGS.  Sophia answers the door.
Jake stands slouched in the doorway.
JAKE
I’m here...
SOPHIA
Come on in, Jake.  My, you are so 
good looking.
Jake looks embarrassed.
SOPHIA (CONT’D)
Anthony’s in the parlor.
INT. SOPHIA MORRONE’S HOUSE/PARLOR - DAY
Jake stands in the door frame.
Anthony looks up from the piano and glances at the clock on 
top of the piano.
ANTHONY
Good morning, Jake. You’re twenty 
minutes late.
JAKE
Yeah?
ANTHONY
A professional never keeps anyone 
waiting.
JAKE
I’m not a professional.
ANTHONY
Not with that attitude.  Do you 
want to sing?
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JAKE
Sure.  
ANTHONY
Why?
JAKE
Beats being a waiter, I guess.
ANTHONY
Wrong answer.
JAKE
What do you want me to say?
Anthony stands up, and leads Jake to the door.
INT. SOPHIA MORRONE’S HOUSE/HALLWAY - DAY
Anthony opens the door.
ANTHONY
Good-bye, Jake.
JAKE
What?  Father Michael said you were 
going to help me with my singing.
ANTHONY
But you don’t really want to sing.  
So you’re wasting my time and your 
time.  It’s a shame.  You have 
talent.  Good-bye.
JAKE
Just like that?  Jesus!
ANTHONY
Good-bye.
Anthony slams the door, smiling.  Sophia walks up to him.
SOPHIA
Where’s Jake?
ANTHONY
I kicked him out.  He couldn’t tell 
me why he wanted to sing.
SOPHIA
Anthony!
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ANTHONY
Just wait.
Anthony sits down at the piano and plays an aria from 
“Tosca”.  He makes a few mistakes, but it is still hauntingly 
beautiful.
Sophia peeks out the window.
SOPHIA
He’s still sitting on the stairs.
Anthony nods, continuing to play. A KNOCK at the door.
INT. SOPHIA MORRONE’S HOUSE/HALLWAY - DAY 
Jake walks in the door with a pained expression.
ANTHONY
Back again?
JAKE
You want to know why I want to 
sing?
Anthony nods slightly.
JAKE (CONT’D)
I feel...special when I sing.  
ANTHONY
That’ll do for now.  Take off your 
jacket.
Jake peels off his jacket, throws it on the sofa.  He 
slouches next to the piano.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
And stand up against the wall.  
We’ve got to work on that posture.  
Good for street corners, not so 
good for singing on stage.
Jake gets up and stands straight against the wall.
JAKE
Hey, Anthony.
ANTHONY
I think you should call me Mr. 
Morrone.
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JAKE
Okay, so that piece you were 
playing just now...
ANTHONY
It’s from “Tosca.” You liked it?
JAKE
Yeah, I did.
Anthony tosses him some sheet music.
ANTHONY
Let’s see what you can do with it. 
I’ll play the first phrase, then 
you repeat it. You read Italian?
JAKE
Sort of.
ANTHONY
Not a good answer.
JAKE
What?  Are you going to throw me 
out again?
Anthony CHUCKLES, and begins to play the piano.  
INT. SOPHIA MORRONE’S HOUSE/HALLWAY - LATE AFTERNOON
Sophia sits on the bench in the hall, her head leaned back, 
eyes closed.  The light that falls across her face changes 
from bright to shadow as the music and the singing continue.  
Suddenly, there is SILENCE.
Her eyes open as Anthony sees Jake to the door.
JAKE
So, do you want me to come back 
tomorrow?
ANTHONY
You want to come back tomorrow?
JAKE
Yeah, I do.
ANTHONY
See you at nine.
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INT. SOPHIA MORRONE’S HOUSE/HALLWAY - LATE AFTERNOON
Anthony starts pulling music out of the piano bench.  Sophia 
sits on the couch.
SOPHIA
He’s coming back tomorrow? 
ANTHONY
He’s coming back. 
Satisfied, Sophia nods and leaves Anthony to his piles of 
sheet music.
EXT. PHILADELPHIA STREET - LATE AFTERNOON
Ron walks out from between two buildings, startling Jake.  
The two young men look at each other.
RON
Where ya going?
Jake starts to walk by him. 
RON (CONT’D)
I’m talkin to you.
JAKE
And I hear you.  I don’t have 
anything to say.
RON
Just like that?  You whack me on 
the head with a pipe, leave me on 
the street, and that’s it?  
JAKE
Father Michael didn’t press 
charges.  You’re lucky.
RON
No, you’re lucky I don’t fuckin’
waste you right here. 
JAKE
It’s over.  Things are different.
Ron throws Jake up against the wall of the church.  Jake 
responds by grabbing him by the throat.
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RON
Seem like the same old Jake to me.
Jake lets go of him just as the church door opens and SEVERAL 
OLD WOMEN exit.  Ron raises his hands and smiles.
JAKE
It’s not like I don’t know where 
you live.
INT. ST. MAGDALENA/ENTRY WAY - LATE AFTERNOON 
Jake leans against the church door, breathing heavily.  
INT. ST. MAGDALEN’S CHURCH/BACK ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON
Jake enters a small bedroom room, a renovated utility closet 
with a cement floor and floor to ceiling shelves.
Jake flips on a CD player and unwraps a CD.  
INSERT:
CLOSE UP OF CD - ANTHONY MORRONE SINGS THE BEST OF ITALIAN 
ARIAS
Jake lies on the bed, SINGING with the sheet music to 
Anthony’s recording.
INT. SOPHIA MORRONE’S HOUSE/PARLOR - NEXT DAY
Anthony walks into the parlor to find Jake already sitting on 
the couch.
Jake looks up at the clock which reads 9:05.  
JAKE
I was on time.
ANTHONY
I see that.  
Anthony moves over to a table where there are a model of a 
human head, a tape recorder, piles of videos, CD’s, and 
books.
JAKE
What’s all that?
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ANTHONY
That is going to help me to teach 
you some basics.
JAKE
I don’t need the basics.  I know 
how to sing, I just want to be 
better.
Anthony looks at him, hard.
ANTHONY
All right.  If we’re discussing 
support of the “head” voice, what 
are we talking about?
JAKE
Singing through the...head?
ANTHONY
Give me a definition of passagio.
JAKE
Some sort of passage, right?  
ANTHONY
We’re starting from scratch.  
Singing isn’t just something you 
tap into when you feel like it. 
It’s all about control.  
Jake shrugs his shoulders.
JAKE
Whatever you say.
ANTHONY
You’re getting the picture.
MONTAGE - Anthony points out parts on the head model, and 
charts with musical phrases.
Anthony walks around the room talking, endlessly talking 
until finally Jake is lying down on the couch. 
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
Am I boring you, Jake?
JAKE
Well, no, but when do I get to 
sing?
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ANTHONY
Now.
Jake stands next to the piano.  He straightens himself up and 
holds the sheet music.
Anthony takes it from his hand and puts it back on the piano.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
Scales first....
Jake does scales against the wall.  Anthony places his hand 
firmly against Jake’s diaphragm as he breathes in and out.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
Make my hand bounce.  There.
Jake lies on the floor, singing scales.
Jake sitting, standing, singing scales - squatting, bent over 
- singing scales.
Sophia enters the room.
SOPHIA
Lunch time.  Let this boy eat.
Jake looks eagerly at Anthony.  Anthony nods.
INT. SOPHIA’S HOUSE/KITCHEN - DAY
Jake sits at the table while Sophia piles his plate with 
spaghetti, egg plant Parmesan, salad.
Jake starts to dig in when Sophia stops him.
SOPHIA
Anthony says I need to teach you 
Italian.  It’s shameful your father 
didn’t teach you.
JAKE
My dad was American.  He didn’t 
know Italian either.
SOPHIA
Then it’s a shame nobody taught 
him.  First we identify everything 
on this table.
With a pained expression on his face, Jake drops his fork, 
and listens politely.
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SOPHIA (CONT’D)
I say, ‘Prego’ which means, ‘What 
would you like?’ And you say, 
‘Vorrei degli spaghetti, grazie.’
Jake stares at the spaghetti.   
JAKE
What did you say?
SOPHIA
I said, “I would like some 
spaghetti, please.”  
JAKE
I understood the spaghetti part.
Sophia laughs.
SOPHIA
See, you are Italian! Now, again, 
we go slowly.  “Vorrei...”
INT. SOPHIA MORRONE’S HOUSE/PARLOR - LATE AFTERNOON 
Jake wearily puts on his coat.
Anthony puts a pile of DVD’s and VHS tapes in his arms.
ANTHONY
You have something you can play 
these on?
JAKE
Yeah.
ANTHONY
These are Italian movies.  I want 
you to watch them, listen to the 
accents.
JAKE
They’ve got those subtitles? 
ANTHONY
Yes, subtitles.
Jake starts to groan but stops.
JAKE
Okay.  
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ANTHONY
Before you go, why don’t you run 
through the first few bars on the 
Tosca piece.
Jake looks at the pile of tapes in his arms and back at 
Anthony.
JAKE
I’m kinda tired.
ANTHONY
You’ve been asking me if you could 
sing all day. Don’t think right 
now.  Just sing.
Anthony takes the tapes back from him, placing them on the 
sofa.  He positions Jake by the piano.  Jake begins to sing, 
but he makes a mistake.  
JAKE
Shit!
ANTHONY
Start again.
This time it’s beautiful.
Anthony stops playing, and Jake continues to sing onto the 
next line.  He smiles to himself.
JAKE
Jesus, I can hear a difference.
Anthony smiles.
ANTHONY
So can I.  
JAKE
I’ll be here at nine tomorrow.  Be 
on time, would ya, Mr. M?
Anthony frowns, watching Jake leave.
ANTHONY
Mr. M?
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INT. PHILADELPHIA SCHOOL OF MUSIC/HALLWAY - DAY
Small shafts of sunlight make their way through the old paned 
glass windows.  The dark wood of the place and the shafts of 
afternoon sun make the building appear almost church-like.  
Anthony walks down the hall with an elegant man in his 40s, 
DR. MARSHALL THOMAS.  
MARSHALL
I was...surprised to hear from you, 
Anthony.  It’s been a long time 
since Julliard.
They pass room after room with STUDENT MUSICIANS playing 
piano, flute, trumpet, singers running scales, singing 
pieces.
ANTHONY
Well, I talked to some friends of 
mine at the Met about a young man 
I’m...well, coaching, and...
MARSHALL  
You’re coaching?  That’s really...
ANTHONY
(sarcastic)
Terrific.
Marshall places his hand on Anthony’s arm.
MARSHALL
It is terrific.  This kid must have 
something.
ANTHONY
He does, Marshall.  As good as any 
of the students we were with.  He’s 
still really rough, very raw, but 
he reminds me a little of me.
MARSHALL
That’s a little disturbing.
Anthony looks insulted for a moment, but then both men 
CHUCKLE as they stop outside one of the practice rooms.
The SOUND of a HAUNTING MELODY drifts through the door.
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ANTHONY
I’ve been working with him for 
about a month now.  He’s like a 
sponge, he soaks everything up.  I 
think he needs to have something to 
work towards. 
MARSHALL
What are you thinking of?
ANTHONY
An audition to apply here.
MARSHALL
Auditions aren’t very far off, 
Anthony.
ANTHONY
How long do we have?
MARSHALL
Two months.  Four prepared pieces.  
We pick two, he picks one.  It’s 
going to be tough this year.
ANTHONY
Two months, Jesus.  That’s not very 
much time.
MARSHALL
Send me his school stuff, and we’ll 
see what we can do.
ANTHONY
Thanks, Marshall.
MARSHALL
You said on the phone you needed an 
accompanist.
ANTHONY
Yes.  A really good one. And access 
to your recording rooms.
MARSHALL
I have one.  She’s not cheap, but 
she’s the best with opera.  She 
used to play in concert and with 
the Philharmonic.  And you can sign 
up for any of the rooms.    
ANTHONY
When can I meet her?
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MARSHALL
She teaches here.  
Marshall opens the door, surprising Veronica who looks up.  
ANTHONY
Oh, hello.
VERONICA
Mr. Morrone.
She looks embarrassed as Anthony extends his hand.
ANTHONY
It’s nice to see you again.
MARSHALL
You’ve met before, good.  The 
composition sounds wonderful, 
Veronica.  Almost finished?  
VERONICA
It’s never going to be finished.
Marshall laughs.  Anthony shakes his hand.
ANTHONY
I appreciate this, Marshall.
MARSHALL
I have to tell you, I’m intrigued.  
Good luck.
There is an awkward moment of silence as Anthony and Veronica 
look everywhere else in the room but each other.
ANTHONY
So you want to do this?  I’m 
surprised. 
VERONICA
Trust me, I’m going to charge you 
top dollar.
She gathers her music and stuffs it quickly into a canvas 
bag.
VERONICA (CONT’D)
Look, I’m sorry if the first time 
we met I was...
ANTHONY
Rude?
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VERONICA
Yes.
ANTHONY
Judgmental?
VERONICA
Yes.
ANTHONY
Unfriendly?
She drops her bag and everything spills out. She bends down 
to pick up sheet music and papers that have scattered 
everywhere.
VERONICA
Yes!  Yes!  But I really care about 
Jake.  The voice that comes out of 
him...and the amazing thing is, he 
doesn’t really know how good he is.  
Anthony kneels to help her.
ANTHONY
Marshall’s going to get him an 
audition for entrance.
VERONICA
A year should be plenty of time for 
him to get ready.
ANTHONY
For this year.  Two months from 
now.
VERONICA
He’ll never be ready.
She grabs the last piece of paper from him, and he stands.
ANTHONY
I think he can do it.
She starts to argue but stops.  She stands up with her bag, 
shaking her head.
VERONICA
Does Jake know?
ANTHONY
Not yet.
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VERONICA
What if he doesn’t want this?
ANTHONY
He will.  
VERONICA
He won’t get very far if he doesn’t 
want it, you know?
Anthony nods.
VERONICA (CONT’D)
Tomorrow at 9 A.M..?
They walk out of the practice room.  Veronica turns one way, 
Anthony the other.
Anthony calls after her.
ANTHONY
Thanks.
Veronica turns with a look of surprise.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
We tenors do have our good traits, 
too.
VERONICA
Jury’s still out on that one, 
Morrone.
She smiles.
Anthony watches her, smiling to himself.
EXT. PHILADELPHIA STREET - NIGHT
Jake quickly walks down the street, looking furtively from 
side to side.
Ron and TWO LARGE THUGS get out of a car, falling in step 
with him.
Jake acts as if he doesn’t know they’re there but suddenly 
whips around, facing them.  
JAKE
What do you want, Ron?
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RON
Donnie has things he wants 
to...discuss with you.
THUG#1
(chuckles)
Yeah, discuss.
JAKE
Well, I don’t got anything to 
discuss with him, capiche?
RON 
Yeah, well, capiche this.  
He gets in Jake’s face as the two thugs close in on Jake’s 
back.
Father Michael walks up to the group.  The thugs and Ron back 
away, slightly.
FATHER MICHAEL
Can I help you gentlemen with 
something?
RON 
Just saying hello to my former 
friend, Father.  Nothing you can 
help with.
Father Michael puts an arm around Jake as the thugs and Ron 
get back in the car.
RON (CONT’D)
We’ll catch up to you later, Jake.
FATHER MICHAEL
Jake.
Jake and Father Michael continue down the street, climbing 
the stairs of Vincent’s.
INT. VINCENT’S CAFE - NIGHT
Father Michael and Jake enter.  Furious, Jake takes off his 
jacket as Tommy approaches.
TOMMY
Jake, through the back, would ya?
FATHER MICHAEL
He needed an escort, Tommy.
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TOMMY
Are they still out there?  I’ll 
fuckin’ talk to them.
JAKE
It’s okay. I’ll handle it myself.  
Jake narrowly misses colliding with one of the other waiters.
FATHER MICHAEL
He still doesn’t understand.
TOMMY
Guys like Donnie don’t walk away. 
INT. RECORDING STUDIO - DAY 
Anthony and Jake enter a small padded room.  A bare stool and 
microphone sit in the middle.   A recording board and small 
booth on the other side.  
JAKE
This is where they put the crazy 
singers?
ANTHONY
This is where we record your voice 
so we can study it, and get an idea 
of your pitch and volume.
JAKE
Just me and the microphone.
ANTHONY
Yes. Sing one of the songs you sing 
at Vince’s.  
Jake starts to sit, but Anthony motions him to stand up.  
Anthony stands at the board.  A light turns RED high on the 
wall.
Jake begins to sing “La Donna Mobile”.
Anthony motions Jake to put his hand on his diaphragm and 
nods at him to begin again.  
INSERT: Needle fluctuates but barely touches the RED line.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
Okay, stop.
44 
He flips off the machine, rewinds it, and plays back JAKE’S 
VOICE.
JAKE
Cool, I never heard myself on tape.  
I sound pretty good.
ANTHONY
Good isn’t enough.  We want better.
Anthony points to the needle on the machine.  
ANTHONY(CONT’D)
We want the needle in the red.  
Think lower as you go higher.
Anthony points to his sinuses.
ANTHONY(CONT’D)
Behind the mask.
JAKE
Lower, higher.  Behind the mask. 
Got it.
ANTHONY
Round tones.
JAKE
Okay, I got it.  Let’s do it again.
Jake pushes the bench aside, and stands straight as an arrow.  
He nods at Anthony to begin.
The RED light glows.
Jake begins the piece again.
INSERT: NEEDLE GOES CLEAR INTO THE RED.
Jake finishes, and collapses onto the chair.
JAKE (CONT’D)
Better?
ANTHONY
Better.  But can you hear the 
difference?
JAKE
I can feel the difference.
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ANTHONY
Even better. You’ve got to be able 
to finish that piece and go 
straight into the next one without 
collapsing.  Stamina, kid. You 
smoke?
JAKE
Sometimes.
ANTHONY
Not any more.  And no drinking.  
Alcohol's bad for the cords.  
Jake throws up his hands dramatically.
JAKE
Si, Si. What’s this?
Anthony puts a piece of paper on the bench and hands Jake a 
pen.
ANTHONY
An application for this school. 
JAKE
You’re kidding, right?
ANTHONY
Sign it.  We’ve got two months 
until your audition.
JAKE
Two months!  Mr. M!
Jake begins pacing around the room.
JAKE (CONT’D)
Tu te bene!
ANTHONY
I am fine?
JAKE
No, crazy!
ANTHONY
Oh, Tu te impazzire or batsa is 
more...
JAKE
Mr. M! I don’t care!
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ANTHONY
Four songs.  You come to the 
audition with four prepared songs.  
They pick two, you pick one.  
That’s it.
JAKE
Oh, that’s it.  Just like that.
ANTHONY
Jake, you know the music.  You 
already know at least that many off 
the top of your head.
JAKE
Yeah. I guess.
He looks him straight in the eye.
ANTHONY
I wouldn’t put you up for this if I 
didn’t think there was a chance.
JAKE
A slim chance.
ANTHONY
A good chance.  
JAKE
But I can back out at the last 
minute if I suck, right?
ANTHONY
Well...
JAKE
No, I mean it. Say it.
ANTHONY
You can back out if you suck.
Jake looks slightly relieved.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
But you won’t.  Proviamo un po.
JAKE
Let’s...what the hell did you say?
ANTHONY
“Let’s give it a try.” 
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Jake nods weakly.
INT. PHILADELPHIA SCHOOL OF MUSIC/HALLWAY - DAY 
Anthony leans against the door of one of the practice rooms.  
The music drifts through, Veronica’s music.
The music suddenly stops and Veronica opens the door. She is 
startled to find him waiting for her.
VERONICA
Are you stalking me?
ANTHONY
Maybe.  I wanted to show you 
something.
He hands her Jake’s application.  She smiles at him.
VERONICA
I’m impressed.
ANTHONY
I don’t suppose you’d let me buy 
you a cup of coffee.
VERONICA
Thanks, but I have choir practice 
at St. Mag’s.
ANTHONY
I’ll walk with you then.
VERONICA
If you insist.
ANTHONY
I do.
VERONICA
Persistent, too.
ANTHONY
I prefer, gentlemanly.
EXT. PHILADELPHIA STREET - DAY
Anthony and Veronica walk side by side, but in sidestepping 
other pedestrians they manage to bump into each other.
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VERONICA
Sorry.
ANTHONY
You grew up around here?
VERONICA
Yes.  You dated my older sister.
ANTHONY
I did?
VERONICA
Sandra.  Senior prom.  You brought 
her home at five in the morning.  
She was grounded until she got 
married.  I was six.  You made a 
big impression.
ANTHONY
Something else you hold against me.  
She’s married now?
VERONICA
And big as a house.  Four kids.
Up ahead, Anthony can see the whirling red lights of a 
paramedic unit in front of Sophia’s house.
Anthony pushes his way through the crowd. 
EXT. SOPHIA MORRONE’S HOUSE - DAY
A SMALL CROWD OF NEIGHBORS lines the walkway as PARAMEDICS 
bring Sophia down in a stretcher.
ANTHONY
Grandma?  What’s wrong?
Sophia looks up at him, an oxygen mask in place.
PARAMEDIC
We got a call she was complaining 
of chest pains.
ANTHONY
Grandma, why didn’t you call me on 
my cell phone?
Sophia removes the mask.
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SOPHIA
You were busy.  I didn’t want to 
bother you.
ANTHONY
Jesus, Grandma.
The paramedics put her in the ambulance, and close the door.  
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
Where are you taking her?
PARAMEDIC
General.
ANTHONY
I’ll be right behind you, Grandma.
VERONICA
Is there anything I can do?
Anthony shakes his head, jumping into his black Escalade 
parked curb side.
INT. PHILADELPHIA GENERAL HOSPITAL/PATIENT ROOM - DAY 
Sophia is sitting on the edge of a bed, chatting animatedly 
with an elderly woman, ELLIE TOMASINA, 
SOPHIA
My boy!
Anthony kisses her gently on the cheek, pulling up a chair 
beside her.
ANTHONY
Grandma!  What are you doing?  I’ve 
been looking everywhere for you.
SOPHIA
Anthony, you know my friend, Ellie 
Tomasina. She lives down the 
street.  She just had gall bladder 
surgery.  Ellie, you remember 
Anthony?
ELLIE
Of course, I do.  You made us all 
so proud!  Such a famous man!
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ANTHONY
It’s nice to see you, Mrs. 
Tomasina. How are you doing, 
Grandma?
SOPHIA
I want to go home.
ANTHONY
Not for a day or two.  The doctor 
says you had a heart attack, you 
know.
SOPHIA
I’m over seventy - it happens.
ANTHONY
Grandma, when did this start?
SOPHIA
I don’t want you to get excited.  
You always over-react.
ANTHONY
Grandma, I promise I’ll be calm.
SOPHIA 
A couple of hoodlums came to the 
door, asking for Jake.  I told them 
he wasn’t here, and they came into 
the house anyway.  I finally 
whacked one of them with a broom, 
and he told me to tell Jake that 
Donnie was looking for him.
ANTHONY
Donnie?
SOPHIA
I been around this neighborhood 
most of my life.  You learn who the 
good people are and who the bad 
people are.  I worry for Jake.
ANTHONY
I’ll take care of it, Grandma.  Now  
you need to get back in your bed.  
SOPHIA
First, gimme another hug.
Anthony hugs her tight. 
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INT. ST. MAGDALEN’S CHURCH/SANCTUARY - NIGHT
Anthony enters the darkened sanctuary.
He hears a recorded TENOR VOICE emanating from somewhere in 
the church - HIS VOICE.
INT. ST. MAGDALEN’S CHURCH/HALLWAY - NIGHT
Anthony follows the sound.  He stops at the door and KNOCKS.
JAKE (O.S.)
Hey, Father Michael.
INT. JAKE’S ROOM - NIGHT
Jake is taping a vintage opera poster to his wall, his back 
to the door.  CDs, DVDs, and clothing litter the floor.
ANTHONY
Tommy said I could find you here.  
He didn’t tell me you lived here.
Jake swings around.  Self-conscious, he scoops up the mess on 
the floor.  He pushes a chair in Anthony’s direction.
Anthony turns off the CD player.  
JAKE
Do you want to sit?
ANTHONY
I came to tell you that some of 
your friends came looking for you 
today at Sophia’s house.
JAKE
What? Is she okay?
ANTHONY
She had a heart attack. I think 
she’ll be okay.  
JAKE
Jesus.  I’m so sorry.  I didn’t 
want anyone hurt because of me.
Jake sits in the chair, tears streaming down his face.
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ANTHONY
Who’s Donnie?
JAKE
My Dad owed him two hundred grand.  
He started gambling when my Mom 
died.  Just couldn’t keep it 
together. I know Donnie caused my 
dad’s accident.  
ANTHONY
But nobody could prove it.
JAKE
Donnie figured Dad was rich.  Big 
house, you know?  Flashed a lot of 
money.  But the IRS took everything 
when he died.  And then Donnie told 
me I had to work off my old man’s 
debt.
ANTHONY
What kind of work?
JAKE
What do you think?  We even beat up 
Father Michael one night. You must 
think I’m a real loser.  But don’t 
worry, Mr. M.  I’m going to take 
care of this.
Jake jumps from the chair and pulls on a jacket.
Anthony puts his hand on his arm.
ANTHONY
Not tonight.  Promise me you won’t 
go tonight.  We’ll think this 
through in the morning.
Jake nods.  Anthony walks out the door.
Jake listens as Anthony’s footsteps fade.  
He rifles through a box in the closet and shoves a knife in 
his waistband.
INT. HIDEAWAY BAR - NIGHT 
This bar - dark as a cave - has a few high windows caked with 
smoke and dirt.
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Jake swings the door open, taking a moment to adjust to the 
darkness.  He sees Ron sitting at the end of the bar, his 
back to him.
Jake whirls Ron around and cold-cocks him.
As Ron hits the floor, Jake falls on top of him, flailing 
away.  Ron SCREAMS in pain and surprise.  
From the back, a couple of TOUGH GUYS come to Ron’s aid, 
pulling Jake off of him.
A handsome, well-dressed man in his 40s, DONNIE CACIOPPO, 
motions the men to the back.   
DONNIE
Take them to my office.
The guys grab Ron and Jake and carry, push, pull them.
INT. BACK ROOM/BAR - NIGHT 
A well-appointed office with dark furniture, a liquor 
cabinet, sofa and chairs.  Donnie sits at his desk as Jake 
and Ron are thrown into chairs.
DONNIE
Jake!  We miss you.  
JAKE
Tough shit.
DONNIE
I’m hurt.  Why were you beating up 
on my boy, Ron?
JAKE
Look, I’m out, ok? I don’t have 
the money, I probably won’t ever 
have the money.  And I’m not 
working for you again.
Donnie menacingly rises from his desk.  He pulls Jake up out 
of the chair.
DONNIE
Listen, you little shit. You 
disrespect me like that in my 
office?  In front of my people? 
He knocks Jake to the floor, kicking him in the stomach.  
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Jake draws his knees up to his chest in pain.
DONNIE (CONT’D)
I know what you’ve been doing.  You 
got this singer interested in you.  
He’s training you to do opera.
Donnie laughs, and looks around at his men who begin to laugh 
as well.
DONNIE (CONT’D)
I’d kill you right here, you sorry 
fuck, but you might be worth some 
money some day.  Except now, you 
owe me $250,000.  And I expect a 
down payment.  $50,000 payable by 
this next Friday.
Jake looks at him, gasping.
JAKE
I don’t have that kind of money!
DONNIE
Your friends do.  Ask nice, I bet 
they’d give it to you.
JAKE
You’re crazy.
He spits on Jake and nods to his men as he walks out the 
door.  As the men begin whaling on Jake, Donnie turns around.
DONNIE
Not too much around the head and 
neck, guys.  That’s the valuable 
part.
He smiles, closing the door.
The beating Jake receives is savage.
INT. PHILADELPHIA SCHOOL OF MUSIC - DAY 
Veronica sits at the piano, playing one of Jake’s pieces.  
Anthony paces, glancing up at the clock.
ANTHONY   
He’s never been thirty minutes 
late.  Never. 
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VERONICA
I’m sure he’s on his way.
ANTHONY
Well, I’m going to call Mike.
Anthony dials his cell phone.      
The door opens.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
Jake, I thought we talked about the 
being on time part.
JAKE (O.S.)
Sorry, Mr. M.  
Anthony sees his battered face. 
Veronica gasps.
ANTHONY
Jesus.  You stupid kid.  
Veronica sits Jake down, looking at Anthony.
JAKE
It’s okay. 
Anthony carefully turns Jake’s face with his hand.
ANTHONY
Your jaw doesn’t look broken, nose 
looks okay.  
He peels Jake’s cut lips back, and Jake winces.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
Teeth are still there.  This Donnie 
definitely wasn’t trying to kill 
you.
JAKE
He says now that you’re coaching 
me, I might be worth something.  
And now he says I owe him fifty 
grand more and he wants that fifty 
by Friday.  
VERONICA
We should get him to a hospital.
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JAKE
No! It’s not that bad.   
VERONICA 
Well, we need to get him out of 
here.  
INT. PHILADELPHIA GENERAL HOSPITAL/PATIENT ROOM - DAY
Sophia sleeps peacefully.  Anthony kisses her forehead 
softly, awakening her.
SOPHIA
Good morning.
ANTHONY
Good afternoon.
SOPHIA
Already?
ANTHONY
I’m taking Jake to the beach house.  
I think you should come with us.
Her eyes are bright with excitement.
SOPHIA
You don’t need me there.  I’ll stay 
with Mrs. Luccesi.
Anthony starts to protect, but she puts her arm on his face.
SOPHIA (CONT’D)
It’s already been arranged. Don’t 
worry about me.  You take care of 
you, and you take care of Jake.
Anthony hugs her to him.
INT. SOPHIA’S HOUSE/HALLWAY - DAY 
Anthony throws a few packed duffel bags in the hall and 
begins throwing sheet music in another.
Jake sits in a chair with a big ice pack on his head.  The 
doorbell RINGS.
Anthony looks through the window and then opens the door.
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Veronica stands in the doorway with a suitcase.  Anthony and 
Jake stare at her. 
VERONICA
I’m going with you. Jake still 
needs to practice - wherever you’re 
going.    
ANTHONY
I don’t think this is a good idea.
Veronica puts her hand on his arm.
VERONICA
I didn’t tell you this the other 
day because your plate was a little 
full, but they came looking for 
Jake at the school, and then later 
at my house.  
ANTHONY
Did they hurt you?  
VERONICA
No.  But they scared me.  I grew up 
here, Anthony.  I don’t scare very 
easily.
JAKE
I’m sorry, Veronica.  
Jake holds his head, his ice pack falls to the ground, and he 
begins to cry.
Veronica goes to him instantly, hugging him to her.
VERONICA
Shhhh...it’s okay, Jake.  Shhhhh...
Anthony looks at the two of them, obviously moved.  He then 
starts grabbing the bags, and moves towards the door.
ANTHONY
Let’s get this show on the road.  
Come on.
Veronica and Jake carry the rest of the luggage out.
Anthony pauses for just a moment at the door, switches off 
the light, and shuts the door. 
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EXT. BEACH - LATE AFTERNOON - A MONTH LATER
The sun is beginning to set as Jake and Anthony run along the 
beach.
Jake begins to outdistance Anthony, racing ahead.  
JAKE
See you later, old man.
Anthony bends over, trying to catch his breath.
Veronica laughs from the balcony of the house, holding a 
glass of wine in each hand.
VERONICA
This might help.
He laughs, making his way to the stairs.  He takes the glass 
from her, sipping slowly, closing his eyes.
ANTHONY
Pinot Noir.  Do you know how long 
it’s been since I had a glass of 
Pinot Noir?
VERONICA
Too long?
He nods his head, looking out at Jake still running far down 
the beach.
ANTHONY
My mind says I’m 21.  My body says 
I’m fast approaching 40.  
Veronica laughs.  
INT. BEACH HOUSE/KITCHEN - LATE AFTERNOON
Anthony follows his nose into the kitchen, lifting the lids 
on various pots and pans.  She follows behind him. 
ANTHONY
Smells good.
VERONICA
Four weeks, and you’re not tired of 
my cooking yet?
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ANTHONY
No way. You cook like Sophia.  
VERONICA
Was it always just you and Sophia?
Anthony tastes a spoonful of sauce.
ANTHONY
Pretty much.  My parents were 
singers with a band.  My Dad was 
the next Sinatra, to hear Sophia. 
They left me with her while they 
toured.  One night the bus went off 
the road, and they were killed.  I 
was about a year old, so yeah, just 
Sophia and me.
VERONICA
I’m sorry.
Anthony takes another spoonful of sauce and feeds it to her.  
They stare at each other, then embarassed, Veronica looks 
away.
ANTHONY
Sophia did her best, and I think 
she did okay.  
He takes her hand.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
Come here.  I want to show you 
something.
INT. BEACH HOUSE/LIVING ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON
Anthony sits at the piano.  He motions Veronica over.  She 
sits next to him on the bench as he hands her a large white 
conch shell.  He puts it to her ear.
ANTHONY
I found this on the beach.  It 
reminds me of that piece you wrote, 
the one that sounds like the ocean.  
Would you play it again?
VERONICA
It is about the ocean.  
She begins to play, and the melody is strong, pure.
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Anthony doesn’t even notice he’s humming.  His voice sounds 
solid.
Veronica looks up at him, and stops.
ANTHONY
What?
VERONICA
You’re humming?
ANTHONY
Yeah?
VERONICA
It sounded pretty good.  Have 
you...tried to sing recently?
ANTHONY
No.  I’m not ready.
VERONICA
You don’t mind if I talk about it?
ANTHONY
You’re the only one who ever has.  
Everyone else just pretends it 
never happened.  Play some more.
The passionate crescendos build and build in the piece until 
Veronica stops.  Her hands rest on the keys.
He leans over to kiss her, and she moves towards him.
The sound of the back door SLAMS, moving them apart.
Jake strides past the piano.
JAKE
It’s about friggin’ time.  Jesus.
Anthony and Veronica smile shyly at each other. 
INT. VINCENT’S OPERA CAFE - EVENING
The restaurant is dark, empty.  Tommy exits the kitchen, 
wiping his hands on a towel.
The sound of a lighter FLICKING startles him.  
Donnie, drags on a cigarette as two of his large goons, MEAT 
and JOE, move from the shadows.
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TOMMY
What do you want?  We’re closed!  
TWO equally large DISHWASHERS, SAL and MARTINO, walk from the 
kitchen.
SAL
Tommy, you okay?
MARTINO
Como stai, Tommy?
TOMMY
I’m okay.  I’m okay.
MARTINO
Desiderano?
Martino stands in front of Donnie as his two men move 
forward, their hands reaching into their coats.  Tommy puts 
his hand on Martino’s arm.
DONNIE
What’d you say, asshole? Speak 
American.
TOMMY
He asked what you want.  
Donnie looks around the place.
DONNIE
Never ate here myself.  
He yanks one of the checkered tablecloths off a table and the 
glasses CRASH to the floor.
Tommy holds the dishwashers back.  
Donnie knocks over a large wine rack.  The bottles EXPLODE as 
they hit the floor.
TOMMY
I get your point.  You’re a real 
tough guy.  It’s easy with these 
apes with guns here.  
Donnie puts his feet up on one of the tables.
DONNIE
They may be apes, but they’re my 
apes. Capiche? See, I know some 
Italian after all.
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Donnie pushes a chair out from the table.
DONNIE (CONT’D)
Sit.
Tommy continues to stand.  He motions to the dishwashers to 
leave.  They reluctantly retreat to the kitchen.
DONNIE (CONT’D)
I’m looking for a little skinny 
shit named Jake.  He ain’t at the 
church.  We had a chat with Father 
Mike right before we came here.  
TOMMY
You break up the church, too?
DONNIE
No, just Father Mikey’s nose.
TOMMY
The man’s a priest!
DONNIE
Don’t jack me around, you stupid 
fuck. You know this game.  Hey, 
Joe, what’s that line from 
“Godfather III”?
JOE
(a very poor Al Pacino
imitation)
“Every time I try to get out, they 
pull me back in.”
DONNIE (CONT’D)
I love that line.  That kid, Jake, 
owes me $250,000.  $50,000 of it 
was due a month ago.  
TOMMY
His father owed you that money.  
DONNIE
He could have a promising career. 
And I want my $50,000 now.
TOMMY
I don’t know where he is.
DONNIE
That hot piano lady and the teacher 
took him somewhere.  Where?
63 
Tommy shrugs his shoulders.
TOMMY
I don’t know.
DONNIE
Meat, do some redecorating for this 
smart ass, would ya?
Meat takes out a gun and starts BLASTING.
Tommy ducks.  Glass flies everywhere. The dishwashers start 
to run from the kitchen, but duck behind the door.
A nearby siren WHINES shrilly.
Donnie rises from his chair.
DONNIE (CONT’D)
Maybe you’ll find something out and 
let me know.  
TOMMY
You rotten sonofabitch!
Donnie turns his back on Tommy and begins to walk out the 
door.  He nods to Joe who rams his elbow into Tommy’s nose.  
Tommy crumples to his knees as the dishwashers run towards 
him.
DONNIE
That’s what the priest said, too.  
Joe doesn’t like name-calling, do 
you, Joe?
JOE
Can’t we all just get along?
The three men laugh, CRUNCHING through the glass as they exit 
the restaurant.  
The red lights of the police car SHINE into the restaurant.
Tommy looks up, covered in blood.  He grabs a napkin, holding 
it up to his nose, and fumbles for his cell phone.
INT. BEACH HOUSE/LIVING ROOM  - DAY
Jake is SINGING, his voice winding through the notes of a 
difficult piece.  He misses a note. 
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Veronica stops, glances at Anthony.
Anthony leans forward in his chair, studying Jake.  
ANTHONY
We’ll just keep doing this one over 
and over until it’s right.
JAKE
What do you mean “we”?  I’m doing 
all the work here.
ANTHONY
Then concentrate.
JAKE
I am!
ANTHONY
Then do it right this time. 
Veronica, start again.
Jake runs his hands through is hair.  He nods at Veronica and 
she begins the section again.
Jake misses the same note again.
JAKE
Shit!
ANTHONY
Exactly.
VERONICA
Anthony...
A girl’s voice calls from outside.
GIRL  (O.S.)
Hey, Jake!  Jake!
Jake runs to the screen door and flings it open.
EXT. BEACH HOUSE/DECK - DAY 
KELLY RANDOLPH, devastatingly pretty, late teens, shades her 
eyes, staring up at the house.
Jake steps onto the deck.
KELLY
Hey!  
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JAKE
Hey, yourself!
KELLY
We’re having a cook-out at my 
house.  A friend of my parents’ is 
coming. He’s in the music business.  
I told him about you, and he wants 
to meet you.
Jake looks back into the house.   
INT. BEACH HOUSE/LIVING ROOM - DAY 
Anthony looks out the window.
ANTHONY
When did he have the chance to meet 
a girl?  
VERONICA
He can’t sing twenty-four hours a 
day.
Jake comes halfway back inside.
JAKE
Well, can I go?  Just for a while?
Anthony sits back down in his chair.
ANTHONY
Sure.  As soon as you get this 
piece right.
Jake shoots him a death-look as he slams the door shut and 
begins to pace.
VERONICA
Let’s just get through this, then 
you can go.
Jake stops by the window, looking down the beach. He walks to 
the back door and yells down.
JAKE
Maybe later, okay?
EXT. BEACH HOUSE/BEACH - DAY
Kelly looks up at Jake, shading her eyes.
66 
KELLY
We’ll be up late.  Try to make it.
She waves, walking away.
INT. BEACH HOUSE/LIVING ROOM - DAY
Jake slams the door.  He paces around the room.  Anthony 
walks to the piano, slamming music down on it.  Jake turns, 
pissed.
ANTHONY 
Do you want to stomp your feet like 
a spoiled kid, or keep going?
Jake closes his eyes, and Veronica begins again.
EXT. BEACH STREET - DAY 
A caravan of three black Lincoln Navigators drives slowly 
along the narrow beach street, stopping in front of Anthony’s 
house.  
The cars unload five MEN, varying in height but equal in 
their compactness.
Last to exit is Tommy and Father Michael, both of their noses 
taped, and a small, wiry man in his 70’s dressed in golf 
attire, ALPHONSE BELLINI, “Uncle Funzie”.  
INT. BEACH HOUSE/LIVING ROOM - DAY 
Jake is now purposely singing off-key.  Anthony jumps up from 
his chair.
ANTHONY
What is your problem today, Jake!
EXT. BEACH HOUSE/FRONT DOOR - DAY
JAKE (O.S.)
I’m sick of this shit! I feel like 
a goddamned prisoner!
Uncle Funzie looks at Tommy.
UNCLE FUNZIE
Maybe we should have called first.
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Tommy KNOCKS on the door.
Anthony swings the door open, staring at the eight men on his 
front porch.
Several of the men stay on the front porch while the rest of 
the group files past Anthony. 
INT. BEACH HOUSE/LIVING ROOM  - DAY
Tommy turns to Anthony.
TOMMY
Sorry, Anthony.  I couldn’t call 
you, remember? No number? 
ANTHONY
What happened to your nose?
He looks at Father Mike.
UNCLE FUNZIE
They both ran into a door at the 
same time? What do you think 
happened?
Tommy turns to Uncle Funzie.
TOMMY
This is Uncle Funzie.
Uncle Funzie shakes Anthony’s hand.
ANTHONY
THE Uncle Funzie?
UNCLE FUNZIE
Pleased to meet you.  I had box 
seats at the Met.  You were my 
favorite.  
ANTHONY
Thanks.
UNCLE FUNZIE
I got a tee time in an hour so 
let’s get down to business, shall 
we?
Uncle Funzie notices Veronica at the piano and walks over to 
her, taking both of her hands in his.
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UNCLE FUNZIE (CONT’D)
Such a pretty lady.  You are?
VERONICA
Veronica.  Nice to meet you.
UNCLE FUNZIE
Likewise.  Where’s the kid?
Jake stands in the corner.  He looks suspiciously at Uncle 
Funzie as he sits down on the couch, flanked by Tommy and 
Father Michael.
JAKE
Right here.
UNCLE FUNZIE
Kid, my nephew says you gotta 
voice.  I hope you sound better 
than you did just now.
JAKE
Yeah, whatever.
UNCLE FUNZIE
Tommy, why am I missing my brunch 
for this little brat?
TOMMY
Jake, sit down.
Jake slumps down in a chair.
FATHER MICHAEL
Donnie came to pay us a visit 
yesterday.  
TOMMY
He says Jake’s late with his down 
payment.  He wants his fifty 
thousand now.
Jake jumps up.
JAKE
I told him I don’t have it! It 
might as well be fifty million!
UNCLE FUNZIE
Kid, you’re starting to bother me.  
Sit down and shut up.
Jake looks a little scared as he sits down.
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UNCLE FUNZIE (CONT’D)
Now, my nephew here called me and 
asked for help.  He never calls and 
invites me to his restaurant...
TOMMY
Uncle Funzie, you live in New York!
UNCLE FUNZIE
That’s not the point.  It’s always 
nice to be asked to the dance.  As 
I was saying, kid, if you got the 
voice Tommy here says you do, I’ll 
make this unfortunate mess go away.
JAKE
Why?  What’s in it for you?
TOMMY
Jake!
ANTHONY
No, Tommy.  I want to hear this, 
too.
UNCLE FUNZIE
What can I say, I love opera.
JAKE
That’s it? I don’t believe you.
UNCLE FUNZIE
Shut up and sing for me.  
Jake starts to open his mouth.
UNCLE FUNZIE (CONT’D)
Only music outta that mouth.
Jake looks over at Anthony.
ANTHONY
Sing, “Bimba dagli occhi.”
JAKE
I don’t want...
ANTHONY
Sing it.
Jake stands up straight, looks at Veronica to begin.
Jake’s singing is perfection.
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Uncle Funzie’s eyes mist, and by the end he is dabbing at his 
eyes with his golf glove.
Uncle Funzie stands up, walks over to Jake, and grabs him by 
both arms. 
UNCLE FUNZIE
You have a gift from above. This 
Donnie, he won’t bother you again, 
I promise.
JAKE
What do I have to do for this?
UNCLE FUNZIE
Sing.
JAKE
That’s it?
UNCLE FUNZIE
That’s it.  Oh, maybe some day I 
may ask you for a favor.
Jake throws his hands in the air.
JAKE
I knew it.
Uncle Funzie slaps him on the head with golf glove.
UNCLE FUNZIE
Some day you play the Met, get me 
some good tickets, okay?
Jake nods his head, warily.
JAKE
Sure.
UNCLE FUNZIE
You listen to Mr. Morrone, work 
hard.  You’re something.
JAKE
Thanks.
Uncle Funzie shakes Anthony’s hand as he walks through the 
front door.  
UNCLE FUNZIE
Outstanding. Bravo, professore.
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Father Michael turns to Jake.
FATHER MICHAEL
Hang in there, Jake.  
He smiles weakly at Father Michael.
JAKE
Yeah, Father.  
EXT. BEACH HOUSE/FRONT PORCH - DAY 
Anthony, Veronica and Jake walk Tommy, Father Michael, and 
Uncle Funzie to one of the cars.
UNCLE FUNZIE
Asta! (Move it!)  I don’t like to 
keep Tiger waiting.  He throws 
temper tantrums.
ANTHONY
Woods?
UNCLE FUNZIE
No, my son, Tony the Tiger. What a 
temper.
The caravan of Navigators heads down the streets.
Anthony turns to Jake.
ANTHONY
Get out of here.
JAKE
What?
ANTHONY
Go, on. 
Jake runs back into the house.  
Veronica kisses Anthony gently. He shrugs, smiling.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
What?  I can be nice.
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INT. UPSCALE BEAUTY SALON/PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT
Donnie’s head is glided back by a pair of beautifully 
manicured HANDS.  They guide a sink hose back and forth 
across his head and the nails gently massage his scalp.  
Donnie smiles and sighs.
DONNIE 
Oh, Tina, this is the best part.
A pair of BIG, BEEFY HANDS enters the screen, grabs Donnie by 
the hair and slams him back on the rinse bowl.
Donnie’s eyes fly wide open.
UNCLE FUNZIE (O.S.)
Real men go to barbershops.  What 
the hell kinda place is this?
Donnie struggles to sit up, but Uncle Funzie’s men keep him 
in place.
Uncle Funzie looms over him.  Uncle Funzie is still dressed 
in golf attire, and he pins his seven iron against Donnie’s 
throat.
Donnie’s eyes are wide with panic as he tries to glance 
around, his throat GURGLING for help.
UNCLE FUNZIE (CONT’D)
My men are keeping your men 
occupied right now.  We’re just 
going to have a little 
conversation. You and me.
He removes the seven iron and Donnie manages to sit up, 
holding on to his throat.
DONNIE
Do you know who you’re dealing with 
old man?
Uncle Funzie whacks him on the head with his club.
UNCLE FUNZIE
You little prick, do you know who 
you’re dealing with?
Donnie stares at him a minute.  One of Uncle Funzie’s MEN 
slaps him on the back of the head.
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MEN
Answer Don Bellini when he speaks 
to you.
Donnie recognizes the name instantly.  A wave of panic passes 
over his face.
DONNIE
This isn’t your town.  You’re a New 
York guy.
UNCLE FUNZIE
You make it my town when you beat 
up on my sister’s only son.
DONNIE
Who?  I’ll kill whoever touched 
him.
UNCLE FUNZIE
Then you’ll be killing yourself.  
Tommy Di Genova.
DONNIE
Oh...well, you gotta understand, 
he’s protecting a kid who owes me a 
lot of money.  You’re a 
businessman.
Uncle Funzie whacks him with the iron again. Donnie GROANS, 
holding his head.
UNCLE FUNZIE
Let me finish, you little shit.  
You young guys, you got no manners.  
No honor, no style.  This kid’s got 
a great talent, and I’m going to 
see he ain’t disturbed.
DONNIE
I want what’s comin’ to me.
Uncle Funzie sighs, and nods to the big guy next to him.  
UNCLE FUNZIE
You heard him.
The big guy shoves the hose down Donnie’s throat and turns it 
on.
Donnie kicks and gags.
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UNCLE FUNZIE (CONT’D)
Look, I’ll let you save face.
Uncle Funzie hands him an overstuffed envelope.
UNCLE FUNZIE (CONT’D)
Here’s fifty thousand dollars.  I 
think it’s more than you deserve, 
you piece of shit, but I don’t want 
there to be any bad blood in that 
neighborhood, understand?  
Donnie takes the envelope and nods his head.
UNCLE FUNZIE (CONT’D)
You stay away from my nephew, Jake, 
and all their friends.
Uncle Funzie and his men begin to exit the salon.
UNCLE FUNZIE (CONT’D)
Or I come back and give you a 
haircut myself.  You don’t want 
that.  
TINA, a pretty brunette, races over to Donnie.  He rips the 
sparkled black vinyl cape off and throws it at her.
INT. BEACH HOUSE/LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
Veronica and Anthony are lying on the couch in the dark, 
making out.
ANTHONY
I thought you were beautiful the 
first time I saw you.
VERONICA
I was only six.
ANTHONY
No, at Vincent’s.  I don’t think 
you liked me though.
VERONICA
I had a feeling you’d try to kiss 
me some day.
ANTHONY
And?
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VERONICA
I would kiss you back.
They kiss again, and Anthony tries to unbutton her blouse.
VERONICA (CONT’D)
What if Jake comes home?
ANTHONY
We’re adults.  What do you think 
he’s doing right now?
Veronica sits up and snaps on the light.
VERONICA
It’s just a couple more weeks.  I’m 
his choir director from a Catholic 
church!  
Anthony reaches for her.
ANTHONY
Veronica...
VERONICA
What do you think he would say if 
we both came out of the same 
bedroom tomorrow morning?
ANTHONY
About friggin’ time?
Anthony laughs, and kisses her again.  She pushes him away 
and stands up.
VERONICA
I’m going to take a shower and go 
to bed.  You should do the same.
Anthony stands.
ANTHONY
Sounds good to me.
Veronica runs down the hall.  Anthony chases her.
INT. BEACH HOUSE/HALLWAY - NIGHT
Veronica goes into the bathroom and locks the door. Anthony 
leans against the door.
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VERONICA (O.S.)
Alone!
ANTHONY
This teaching stuff has too many 
sacrifices.
He enters his bedroom, closing the door.
INT. BEACH HOUSE/BATHROOM - NIGHT
Veronica leans her head back against the door, closes her 
eyes, and breathes slowly.
VERONICA
You have no idea.
INT. BEACH HOUSE/LIVING ROOM - DAY 
Jake lies on the couch with his eyes closed.
The recording of a MALE TENOR VOICE floats through the room.
Anthony paces around the room.
ANTHONY
That!  Right there!  Did you hear 
the slightest trill? Then back to 
full chest.  
He stands over Jake.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
Are you listening?
JAKE
Yeah, full chest.
ANTHONY
You only have a week to learn this 
one, but I guarantee you the judges 
will be knocked out.  This is a 
hidden gem, this song.
Jake sits up.
JAKE
Did you ever sing this?
Anthony looks closely at Jake.
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ANTHONY
No.  Not this one.
JAKE
But you wish you had.
ANTHONY
What’s this about?
JAKE
Nothing.  I’m happy I can fulfill 
your wishes, that’s all.  I’ll be 
gone for a while.  I’ll get dinner 
out.
Anthony doesn’t protest as Jake slams the back door.  
Veronica stands in the doorway.
VERONICA
Where’d he go?
ANTHONY
Who the hell knows?   
VERONICA
He sounds terrific, Anthony.
ANTHONY
Maybe.  But is he good enough?
She puts her arms around him, and kisses him.
VERONICA
This is our last night here.  What 
do you say I take you to dinner. 
INT. PEARL’S SEAFOOD RESTAURANT - NIGHT
Anthony and Veronica enter the upscale restaurant.  A WAITER 
smiles at them and seats them near a large window.
As they sit, Anthony sees Jake seated nearby with Kelly and 
her parents, ROBERT and SUZETTE RANDOLPH, well-dressed, 50s, 
and Clay Monarch.
Veronica looks at Anthony as he stands. 
VERONICA
What’s wrong?
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Jake sees them, too but pretends not to notice, scrunching in 
his chair.  
SUZETTE
We have a beautiful house in 
Rittenhouse Square, Jake.    
ROBERT
It’s been in our family for over a 
hundred years.
KELLY
They’re very proud of the house.  
It’s their other child.
ANTHONY (O.S.)
I’m sorry to interrupt.  I wanted 
to say hello to Clay. 
Everyone looks up at Anthony standing behind Jake’s chair, 
except Jake.
Clay stands, shaking Anthony’s hand.
CLAY
Anthony, it’s a pleasure to see 
you. This is Dr. and Mrs. Randolph 
and their daughter, Kelly.  And of 
course, here’s your protege’.
Jake smiles weakly.
JAKE
Hey.
Robert stands and shakes Anthony’s hand as well.
ROBERT
You’re Jake’s teacher.  He’s told 
us a lot about you.
CLAY
Anthony Morrone is...was one of the 
best singers...ever.
ANTHONY
‘Was’ being the operative word.
CLAY
I was Anthony’s manager.  I 
discovered him.
Jake looks up, surprised.
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JAKE
You never told me that.
CLAY
It never came up.  
KELLY
Mr. Monarch wants to put Jake on 
tour.
Anthony stares at Clay.  
JAKE
We haven’t made a deal or anything.
CLAY
Not in writing, anyway.
Clay puts his arm around Jake.
CLAY (CONT’D)
Look at him - he’s young, gorgeous.  
And that voice - he’s amazing. 
Jake shrugs off Clay’s arm.
ANTHONY
Jake’s not ready.  He needs more 
training.
JAKE
So you keep telling me.
Anthony grabs Jake by the arm, lifting him out of his chair.  
Embarrassed, Jake tries to pull away.
ANTHONY
Can you excuse us for a minute?
Anthony pulls Jake across the restaurant, pushing him out the 
door.
EXT. PEARL’S SEAFOOD RESTAURANT - NIGHT
The two stand in the parking lot, the SOUND of the WAVES 
crashing in the dark distance. 
ANTHONY
When were you going to tell me?   
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JAKE
There’s nothing to tell. We just 
talked a couple of times.
ANTHONY
So all of this work over the last 
few months, I’ve just been wasting 
my time. 
JAKE
No!  I mean, I sound better than I 
ever have, I know that.  I just 
don’t know about school.  Clay’s 
heard me.  He thinks I’m ready.
ANTHONY
Clay!  Clay Monarch is a pimp. 
JAKE
He was your pimp.
Anthony stares towards the ocean.
ANTHONY
Jake.  I was about your age, and I 
thought I was ready, too.  I had 
one of the finest opera singers in 
the world teaching me, Paloma
DiScala.
Clay walks out of the restaurant, approaching them.
JAKE
I know who she is.
CLAY
She was also one of my clients. Are 
you going to accuse me of ruining 
her voice, too.
ANTHONY
No, I imagine she’d already started 
losing it before she met you.
CLAY
Come on, Jake.  
Clay starts to put his arm around Jake, but he shakes him 
off.
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ANTHONY
Did Clay tell you that even after I 
graduated from Juilliard, Paloma
told me I still wasn’t ready.  
JAKE
Well, I think I can handle it.
Jake starts to go back into the restaurant, but Anthony grabs 
him by the arm.
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
Has Clay told you what singing 
professionally will mean? A 
different city, a different country 
every night?
JAKE
I know what you’re trying to do.
ANTHONY
Listen to me!  Without more 
training, it also means wearing 
your voice out.
CLAY
He’s jealous.  You’re young and 
talented, and it’s your turn.
ANTHONY
Paloma warned me not to take my 
voice for granted, that it would 
turn on me.
Jake allows Clay to lead him back towards the restaurant.
JAKE
That was you, not me.
ANTHONY
If you do this, your voice will be 
gone by the time you’re thirty-five 
years old.  
Jake stops. 
JAKE
You don’t know that.
ANTHONY
I know now there’s a difference 
between being a singer and an 
artist.  
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(MORE)
A singer shows up and gets paid.  
An artist cares and respects what 
it takes to create.  
JAKE
I haven’t decided. 
Anthony coldly brushes past him and Clay.  Jake doesn’t look 
at him.  
ANTHONY
Well, you let me know when you do.
The door to the restaurant SLAMS shut.  Jake begins to pace.  
JAKE
I’m old enough to decide what I 
want.  
CLAY
Of course you are.
JAKE
All this work, though.  I’ve worked 
so hard for this audition.
Clay pulls a set of folded papers from his jacket, handing 
them to Jake.
CLAY
You still haven’t signed your 
contract.
Jake whirls around, studying Clay.  He looks at the papers, 
disgusted, and shoves them back at Clay.
JAKE
Man, I don’t know what I want right 
now.  The last thing I need is 
someone else telling me what to do.
Jake walks back into the restaurant, leaving Clay in the 
parking lot.
EXT. CADILLAC ESCALADE - NEXT DAY
Anthony’s car travels across the Washington Bridge towards 
the skyline of Philadelphia.
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ANTHONY (CONT'D)
INT. CADILLAC ESCALADE - DAY 
Anthony drives straight ahead in SILENCE.  Veronica strokes 
his arm. 
VERONICA
What will you do now?
ANTHONY
Take you home.  Head for Sophia’s.
VERONICA
No, I mean, now - now that Jake’s 
audition is almost here.
ANTHONY
If he does it. Not that I care.
VERONICA
Father Mike will talk to him.  And 
don’t say you don’t care one more 
time, please.
Anthony angrily pounds the dashboard.
ANTHONY
You know what really pisses me off?
VERONICA
No, but you sounded very south 
Philly just then.  
ANTHONY
Veronica!
VERONICA
What?
ANTHONY
He didn’t even say, “Thank you.”
VERONICA
He will some day.  Trust me.  
EXT. VERONICA’S HOUSE - DAY 
Anthony’s car pulls over to the curb.  He exits the car, 
takes Veronica’s bags out.
He leans over to kiss her, but she stops him.
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VERONICA
You didn’t answer my question.
ANTHONY
I’m sorry.  What?
He tries to kiss her again.
VERONICA
What are you going to do now?  Are 
you going back to New York?  Do you 
think you might, you know, 
stay...here?
ANTHONY
Since this is over, I’ll probably 
head back to New York in a couple 
of days.
VERONICA
Since what is over?
ANTHONY
Jake - this audition.  
VERONICA
I see.  
She grabs her suitcases, heading towards her house.
Anthony tries to help her, but she pushes him aside.
ANTHONY
What?
VERONICA
Then go already.
He looks on, surprised, as she opens the door, throws in her 
bags, and slams the door.
The upstairs window opens, and the large conch shell FLIES 
out the window, narrowly missing his head.
It SHATTERS on the pavement.
She sticks her head out the window. 
VERONICA (CONT’D)
And am I glad I didn’t sleep with 
you!
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TWO OLDER LADIES walk by.  They shake their heads, looking at 
Anthony.
OLDER LADY #1
Cosa state facendo?
ANTHONY
What am I doing?  It’s not me!
OLDER LADY #2
Vada.  Vuole Amore.
VERONICA
He can stay where he is!  I don’t 
want him.
Anthony looks flustered, and then shakes his head.
ANTHONY
I’m sorry, Veronica.  I was 
thinking about Jake.  Not about us.
VERONICA
Exactly!
ANTHONY
Come downstairs.  Let’s talk!
OLDER LADY #1
(in a perfect Philly
accent)
TAlk! Ah, hell.  Love is wasted on 
the wrong people.
OLDER LADY #2
(sighs)
Andiamo a casa. (Let’s go home).
INT. VINCENT’S CAFE - NIGHT
Sophia beams, surrounded by her “boys”, Anthony, Tommy, and 
Father Michael.
Veronica sits across the room with Dr. Marshall.  She keeps 
trying to ignore Anthony but sneaks glances.  
VERONICA
Tommy wouldn’t say who I’m playing 
for tonight.
DR. MARSHALL
Not even a hint?
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At Anthony’s table, Father Michael puts his hand on Anthony’s 
arm.
FATHER MICHAEL
I talked to Jake. He knows the 
audition is the best for him.  He’s 
just too proud to tell you.
TOMMY
He’ll show up tomorrow for that 
audition. I know he will.
Sophia leans over and pats Anthony’s cheek.
SOPHIA
And so will Anthony.  His pride is 
hurt, but my Anthony is a bigger 
man than that.
Anthony gets up from the table.  He begins to walk towards 
Veronica.  She looks down at her menu.  Dr. Marshall extends 
his hand, standing.
DR. MARSHALL
I hear you made a lot of progress 
with Jake this summer.  I’m looking 
forward to hearing his audition.
ANTHONY
I’m not sure if...Veronica, I need 
to talk...
Out of the corner of his eye, he sees Tommy running towards 
the front door.
TOMMY
I can’t believe it.
He turns fully to see Angelica enter the restaurant.  She is 
breathtaking in an elegant black suit. 
Tommy rushes up to her, shakeing her hand.
She’s recognized, and APPLAUSE breaks out in the room.    
TOMMY (CONT’D)
Angelica Donnelly in my restaurant!
ANGELICA
You didn’t tell Anthony, did you?
TOMMY
No.  Not a word.
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ANGELICA
Good.  
Veronica looks at Anthony who tries to keep his face 
impassive.  He walks back to his table as Angelica embraces 
him. She leans in to kiss him, and he kisses her cheek.
ANTHONY
Angelica.  Hello.
ANGELICA
Of all the Italian restaurants in 
Philadelphia...I thought you might 
come to my concert at the Academy 
tonight.
ANTHONY
Sorry.
ANGELICA
So I decided to find you.  I 
remembered your stories about this 
place.  It’s just as you described 
it.  Cute.  Very cute.
Angelica bends down kiss Sophia on the cheek.
ANGELICA (CONT’D)
It’s nice to see you again, Mrs. 
Morrone.
Sophia shifts in her seat.
SOPHIA
Is it?
Angelica pauses, not sure what to say.  
Tommy motions towards the piano.
TOMMY
You’ll sing for us, won’t you?
ANGELICA
Oh, I don’t know...
It doesn’t take much persuasion.  She throws her coat to 
Anthony.
One of the WAITERS moves the piano towards the center of the 
restaurant.
88 
Tommy is WHISPERING to Veronica at her table.  She nods her 
head “NO” several times, and finally gets up.  She takes a 
seat at the piano.  
TOMMY
Veronica teaches piano at the music 
school.  
ANGELICA
Do you know, “Mia Bambino”?
VERONICA
If you hum a few bars, I can fake 
it.
Angelica looks at her, confused.  Veronica smiles. 
VERONICA (CONT’D)
I think I can manage.
ANGELICA
Good.  
Veronica flawlessly accompanies Angelica as she sings with 
great emotion and flair.
As Angelica holds the last note, Veronica looks up at her, 
and purposely hits the wrong key.  Angelica maintains 
composure while glaring at Veronica.
It’s lost on the audience, however, as they WILDLY CLAP and 
SHOUTS of ‘BRAVA’ fill the air.
Veronica looks on as Anthony stands for Angelica, helping her 
into her coat.  Angelica catches him off guard, kissing him.  
She whispers in his ear, and Anthony hesitates for a moment.  
He catches Veronica’s eye, but she looks away.  
Anthony turns to Sophia.
ANTHONY 
I’m going to take Miss Donnelly 
back to her hotel.  Father Mike...
FATHER MICHAEL
I’ll be happy to take Sophia home.
As Anthony escorts Angelica out of the restaurant, he catches 
Veronica’s expression.
She is angry and hurt.  He looks away and exits with 
Angelica.
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INT. BAR/SOUTH PHILADELPHIA - LATE NIGHT
Jake and Kelly sit at the bar.  The air is smoky and dark, 
and MUSIC plays LOUDLY.  Jake’s has several empty glasses in 
front of him.
KELLY
What’s wrong?  You’ve hardly said a 
word in the last three days.
JAKE
I’m celebrating my new career.
KELLY
Really?  As an alcoholic?
JAKE
No!  As a professional singer!
He pulls some papers out of his jacket and puts them on the 
bar.
Kelly looks at them.
KELLY
What is this?
JAKE
It’s my contract with Mr. Monarch.  
All I have to do is sign it.
KELLY
So you’re not auditioning tomorrow?
JAKE
I don’t have to.  I have a manager.
KELLY
Then why have you been working with 
Veronica for the last week?
He stuffs the contract back in his jacket and motions to the 
BARTENDER for another drink.
KELLY (CONT’D)
You seem really happy with your 
decision.
JAKE
I am.
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KELLY
Let’s go.
JAKE
I’m not ready to leave.
She gets off the bar stool and starts to walks out the door.  
JAKE (CONT’D)
Wait, I’m sorry.
He looks down at his glass.  Kelly walks back to him.
JAKE (CONT’D)
I thought Mr. M would call me by 
now...something.
KELLY
He told you he wants you to study.
JAKE
Yeah, but he just let me quit. I 
thought we were...friends.  He and 
Veronica - it was like we were a 
family.
KELLY
Why do you think he was so angry 
with you?  Because he cares about 
you.  But he can’t make you do 
anything.  He was one who was doing 
you a favor, you know? What do you 
want?
Jake smiles.
JAKE
I want to see if I could win that 
audition, you know?
KELLY
Then you need sleep.  Come on.
She takes his hand and heads for the door.  Jake starts to 
stand up, and at that moment, a HAND shoves him in the back.
Jake looks up.  It’s Ron.
RON
Well, look who remembered the way 
home.
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JAKE
Leave me alone, Ron.
RON
‘Leave me alone, Ron.’
Kelly pulls on Jake’s jacket.
KELLY
Come on, Jake.
RON
You tell your girlfriend how you 
used to make a living? Huh? Before 
you became a singing asshole?
Jake spins around, and clocks Ron right in the nose.
Ronnie flies back against the bar, ramming a TOUGH GUY who 
turns around swinging.
Kelly races out the door as the whole bar erupts.
INT. RITZ CARLTON/ANGELICA’S SUITE - NIGHT
Angelica turns away from the bar with two glasses and a 
bottle of champagne and seats herself on the sofa next to 
Anthony.
She hands the bottle to Anthony.
ANGELICA
Do you mind popping this?
Anthony removes the cork with a loud POP.
LAUGHING, she holds the glasses while Anthony pours.
ANGELICA (CONT’D)
You’re awfully quiet.  Still 
surprised?
ANTHONY
It’s been three months.  We didn’t 
exactly end on a ‘Let’s be friends’ 
note.
ANGELICA
It’s been three very long months 
for me.  
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(MORE)
The whole time I was in Europe, I 
kept expecting you to show up or at 
least call.  Especially after you 
gave me this.
She pulls the small jewelry box out of her handbag.  She 
opens it and places the ring on her left ring finger.
ANTHONY
You left with Clay.  You left me.
ANGELICA
Maybe I just needed you to do 
something dramatic.  Follow me to 
Paris, show up with a dozen roses.  
Something to show you couldn’t 
believe things were really over. 
ANTHONY
They seemed pretty over when you 
left.  And you were always much 
better at the dramatic scenes than 
I was.
ANGELICA
I haven’t been able to get over 
you. I tried, you know? I hoped you 
felt the same.
She puts down her champagne. She kisses Anthony as he holds 
his glass up in the air.     
ANGELICA (CONT’D)
I’ve missed you so much, Anthony. 
Nothing feels right without you.
Anthony looks into her face.  He shakes his head.
ANTHONY
I’m still not singing, Angelica.
ANGELICA
I don’t care.  I know you’ve missed 
me, too.  
She grabs his face again, kissing him over and over.
He gently pushes her away.
ANTHONY
I felt like I’d been hit with a 
hammer when you left, but...
She sits up, looking at him.
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ANGELICA (CONT'D)
ANGELICA
But not anymore.  
He shakes his head, smiles.
ANGELICA (CONT’D)
Do you love her?
He touches Angelica’s face.
ANTHONY
I love her.  Nothing feels right 
without her.
Angelica begins to cry.
ANGELICA
You do love her.
Anthony kisses her on the cheek and leaves the suite.
Angelica sits crying on the sofa and pours herself another 
glass of champagne.  She takes her diamond ring off and puts 
it on the other hand.
ANGELICA (CONT’D)
Shit.
INT. JAIL/SOUTH PHILADELPHIA - DAY 
Jake, Ron, and a DOZEN OTHER MEN are in a large holding area.  
A POLICEMAN enters, points at Ron.
POLICEMAN
You, Casale.  You’re outta here.
Ronnie looks down at Jake.
RON
Helps to have the right friends.  
You used to know that.
POLICEMAN
And you, Sabatino.
JAKE
Guess it does.
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EXT. POLICE PRECINCT/SOUTH PHILADELPHIA - DAY 
Jake starts to walk away, but he pauses, turning to Ron.
JAKE
I should have talked to you after 
what went down that night.  
RON
I thought we were friends.
JAKE
Mr. M, he made me realize I want 
something different from my life.
RON
Yeah - to be a singing asshole.
Ron laughs, Jake smiles.
JAKE
I guess so.
Jake stops when he sees Donnie standing at the curb next to a 
gleaming Mercedes sedan.  
DONNIE
All the charges were dropped, paid 
a couple of fines.  We’re all done 
here.  Come on, I’ll give you a 
ride.
JAKE
After what you did to my father, my 
friends, I don’t take a thing from 
you.
Jake spits on the ground.  He moves in close to Donnie.
JAKE (CONT’D)
Vaffanculo testa di merda.
(Fuck off you piece of shit)
Jake hooks him in the chin, but Donnie bounces back with a 
sock to Jake’s eye.
DONNIE
Now that’s Italian I understand.
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EXT. SOPHIA MORRONE’S HOUSE/FRONT PORCH - DAY
Sophia exits the house in a dark dress just as Jake runs up 
the front steps.  She looks at his face and his new shiner.
SOPHIA
Jake!    
JAKE
Molto Bene.  How are you?
SOPHIA
Ah...a Italia.  Bravo, Jake, Bravo.
Then she punches him in the arm.
JAKE
Owww...that hurts.
SOPHIA
I hope so.  What are you doing 
here?  I’m coming to hear you sing 
at your audition.  
JAKE
I was looking for Mr. M. Is he 
here?
SOPHIA
No, no.  He’s waiting for you. 
JAKE
I let him down.  I wouldn’t blame 
him if he’s pissed.
SOPHIA
Friends, family - you can fight and 
always make up. 
JAKE
You really think so?  
SOPHIA
You’re Italian, no?
JAKE
Si, si. 
She takes a better look at his appearance.  
SOPHIA
You’re not going like that.
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A black limousine drives up. Tommy and Uncle Funzie lean out 
the window.
TOMMY
Jake!  Whaddya doing?  We’ve been 
looking everywhere for you?
INT. PHILADELPHIA SCHOOL OF MUSIC - DAY 
THE AUDITORIUM
is about three-quarters filled with APPLICANTS, TEACHERS, and 
FAMILY MEMBERS.
ON STAGE - 
An ACCOMPANIST sits at the piano on the stage, illuminated by 
a spot light above.
A young man, GREGORY HAUSEN, is executing a beautiful aria, 
“Dein ist mein ganzes Herz.” Obviously Jake has stiff 
competition.
IN THE AUDITORIUM - 
The FIVE JUDGES, THREE MEN AND TWO WOMEN, sit stage right in 
the first row next to Dr. Marshall.
As the young man finishes, the audience CLAPS.
ON STAGE - 
Dr. Marshall walks on to the stage, consulting a clipboard.   
MARSHALL
That was Gregory Hausen’s third and 
final piece.  Our next candidate is 
Jake Sabatino.
IN THE AUDITORIUM - 
Veronica sits with Father Michael in the audience. 
MARSHALL (CONT’D)
Jake Sabatino? Is he here?
A MURMUR can be heard in the audience.
VERONICA 
Shit, I was afraid this was going 
to happen.  Sorry, Father Mike.
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FATHER MICHAEL
Don’t worry about it. I think shit
is the perfect word.
UNCLE FUNZIE (O.S.)
Of course, he’s coming.  The kid’s 
no quitter.
Uncle Funzie, Tommy, and Sophia slide into the row.  Uncle 
Funzie motions to one of his GUYS who pushes Donnie and 
Ronnie into seats, too.
Donnie looks miserable.  He has a bruise on his jaw and a 
black eye and...a mohawk.
BACK STAGE -
Anthony holds a thick stack of music, rolled up, and 
absentmindedly beats it against the wall.
Clay approaches him, smiling.
CLAY
Where’s your student?
ANTHONY
You mean your client.  You tell me.
CLAY
Well, I know he spent last night in 
jail for starting a bar fight.  I 
spoke to the Randolphs about an 
hour ago, and they told me he was 
headed here.   
Anthony stares at Clay.
ANTHONY
Stupid kid.
Clay shrugs his shoulders.
CLAY
I’ve got some things lined up for 
him.  He’s going to be a huge star, 
Anthony.  Maybe even bigger than 
you, my friend.
Neither of them notices Jake walking towards them. 
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ANTHONY
You are not my friend.  You were 
never my friend.  You were just a 
necessary evil.  And Jake has one 
of the finest voices I’ve ever 
heard.  I hope he has everything I 
had, and more.    
JAKE
Thanks, Mr. M.
ANTHONY
So you got here.
JAKE
I didn’t take all that shit from 
you for nothing.
MARSHALL (O.S.)
Can this discussion wait?  You are 
singing for us this afternoon, Mr. 
Sabatino?
They turn to see Dr. Marshall.
Anthony hands him the stack of sheet music and his list of 
songs.
Dr. Marshall looks at the list and back at Jake.
MARSHALL (CONT’D)
Impressive.  Shall we?
Anthony and Jake watch from the wings as Dr. Marshall walks 
out from the wings on to the stage.
ON STAGE - 
Dr. Marshall steps up to a lectern.
MARSHALL (CONT’D)
The judges have selected Mr. 
Sabatino’s first piece.....”E 
lucevan le stelle.”
BACK STAGE - 
Jake grabs Anthony’s arm.
JAKE
Oh, God.
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ANTHONY
You can do it.  You can sing this 
standing on your head. 
JAKE
That’s the one thing you didn’t 
make me do.  Now I wish you had.
ANTHONY
Go.
IN THE AUDITORIUM -
Jake sings, flawlessly flowing into “Torna a Surriento”. 
BACK STAGE - 
Anthony stands in the wings, his face expressionless.
ON STAGE - 
After Jake finishes, and the APPLAUSE dies down, Dr. Marshall 
stands on the stage.
MARSHALL
Mr. Sabatino has performed one 
piece selected by the judges, one 
of his own selections.  The judges’ 
final selection is “Nessun Dorma.”
Jake glances into the wings confidently, nods his head to 
Anthony.  This one will be easy.
The accompanist begins.  Jake sings several bars, and his 
voice cracks once.  He stops, and looks horrified.
The accompanist starts again.
Jake starts to sing, but stops, shaking his head.  He quickly 
walks off the stage.
IN THE AUDITORIUM - 
Sophia’s hands fly to her mouth.  In frustration, Uncle 
Funzie slaps Donnie on the head.
UNCLE FUNZIE
Shit.
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SOPHIA 
Ugace!
(Non-translatable Italian 
expletive)
DONNIE
Owww!
BACK STAGE -
Jake flies by Anthony, past the other STUDENTS, and sits next 
to the wall, whacking his head with his hands.
JAKE
Stupid! Asshole! Idiot!
ANTHONY
Jake.
JAKE
Don’t.  This is what I really 
deserve.  
ANTHONY
You’re almost finished.  You were 
brilliant.
JAKE
It doesn’t matter now, does it?  
You knew this would happen, didn’t 
you?  So say it, say ‘I told you so 
- you didn’t practice, you didn’t 
use your head voice, you didn’t 
friggin’ show up on time!  Say 
something.
ANTHONY
Jake.  Get back on stage.
JAKE
That’s it?  
CLAY (O.S.)
I think we’ve wasted enough time 
here today. Let’s go, Jake. 
ANTHONY
Get back on stage right now. That’s 
an order.   
Jake looks at both men and hands Clay a pile of rumpled 
papers.
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JAKE
Mr. Monarch, I haven’t signed your 
contract.  I think I’ve got some 
things to learn.  Do you want me to 
have him whacked, Mr. M?  
Clay LAUGHS nervously, backing up from Jake.
CLAY
Very funny.
Anthony advances, menacingly.
ANTHONY
Is it?  
JAKE
I could talk to Uncle Funzie...
Clay backs up, runs into the curtain, gets tangled in it, and 
runs down the stairs.
ANTHONY
If there’s one more thing I could 
teach you, this would be it.  It’s 
not easy, not really, not ever.  
All the technique, all the 
practicing, you hope this never 
happens.  But it’s always there.  
That’s what makes the good even 
better.
Veronica walks up and puts her hand softly on Jake’s 
shoulder. 
VERONICA
Jake?  Dr. Marshall says you can 
start again.
Jake shakes his head, and Veronica hugs him.  
He straightens himself up, and walks back on stage.
ANTHONY
He’s a brave kid.
VERONICA
Yes, he is.
ANTHONY
Veronica...I...
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She turns her back on him, walking back to her seat as the 
music starts again, and Anthony listens to Jake’s voice rise 
to the top of the auditorium.
Jake will be all right.
Anthony closes his eyes, humming, and then singing softly.  
He opens his eyes.  His voice...was he really singing?
IN THE AUDITORIUM - 
Jake finishes, and the response is loud and enthusiastic.  
Even the judges APPLAUD.
There is MURMURING as the judges compare scores with each 
other and Dr. Marshall makes notes.
BACK STAGE -  
Anthony is pacing around the back stage, away from the 
others.
He sings a few notes, a few phrases.
IN THE AUDITORIUM -  
Dr. Marshall takes the stage one more time.  He glances 
through the notes.
MARSHALL
As I call each of your names, 
please step forward.  I would ask 
family members and friends to 
please refrain from applause until 
I’m finished.
BACK STAGE -  
Jake nervously glances around for Anthony but doesn’t see 
him.
MARSHALL (O.S.)
Lance Ahrenson, Evan Howard, Fran 
Isaacson... 
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IN THE AUDITORIUM -  
The students can barely contain their excitement as they walk 
on the stage.
IN THE AUDIENCE - 
Veronica squeezes Tommy’s hand who squeezes Father Michael’s 
and down the row of Sophia, Ronnie, Donnie, and finally, 
Uncle Funzie.
UNCLE FUNZIE
C’mon, c’mon.
MARSHALL (O.S.)
Janice Larson, Michael Monroe, 
Jenny Nicholson, Nathan Roberts...
VERONICA
Oh, God.  They passed his name.
TOMMY
What?
VERONICA
They passed the “S”’s...
KELLY
Not yet..
MARSHALL (O.S.)
Scott Ricci, Danielle Robinson, , 
Jake Sabatino...
Jake’s fans go wild and start SCREAMING
MARSHALL (CONT’D)
Please, I’m almost finished...
Fran Unger, and Thomas Young.
Jake takes his place with the rest of the winners on stage as 
they shake hands with each other.
ON STAGE - 
Dr. Marshall stands back at the lectern.
MARSHALL
Again, my congratulations to our 
finalists.  This was an outstanding 
group, really outstanding.
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Dr. Marshall moves down the line, shaking each student’s 
hand.  He stops at Jake.
MARSHALL (CONT’D)
You think Mr. Morrone was hard on 
you...
JAKE
Bring it on, Dr. M.  I’m looking 
forward to it.
DR. MARSHALL
Dr. M?
IN THE AUDITORIUM - 
Jake runs off the stage into the audience.
He embraces Kelly first, shakes hands with her father, hugs 
her mother, and then the home crowd - big bear hugs from 
Tommy, Father Michael, Uncle Funzie.
Donnie and Ron start to leave, but they look at Uncle Funzie
first.
UNCLE FUNZIE
Ah, go on.  You wouldn’t know 
culture if it bit you on the ass.
Donnie slinks up the aisle and out the door. Ron shakes 
Jake’s hand.
RON
So you sounded pretty good.
JAKE
So that’s like a compliment?
RON
Yeah.  It was. We’ll see you 
around, okay?
JAKE
Yeah.  
Jake turns back to the group, hugs Sophia again.
Ron looks at him wistfully, then walks towards the door - 
alone.
Anthony runs down the aisle. He can sing.  He has to tell 
them, but...
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He sees Jake excited, surrounded by everyone.
Anthony gives Jake a hug.  
ANTHONY
You did it!
JAKE
NOW you can say, “I told you so!”
Anthony tries to get to Veronica, but they’re too many happy 
people between them. 
VERONICA
I’m going to go.
TOMMY
I’m having a special party for 
Jake.  You come by.
VERONICA
Maybe.
Anthony just about has his hand on her arm when Veronica 
races up the aisle, and out the door.
ANTHONY
Veronica!
She keeps walking up the aisle.
Uncle Funzie grabs Anthony’s arm.
UNCLE FUNZIE
You better marry that girl.
Anthony smiles.
ANTHONY
That’s not a bad idea.
Anthony runs up the aisle.
UNCLE FUNZIE
I always have room in my car for a 
pretty lady.  Will you escort me to 
the party?
SOPHIA
A pretty old lady.
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UNCLE FUNZIE
I don’t see that good these days.  
You look beautiful to me.
Sophia smiles, taking his arm.
EXT. PHILADELPHIA STREET - DAY 
As Anthony strides up the street, he sings a few more notes 
quietly, and then slightly louder.  Then a several 
phrases...very tentatively.
EXT. PHILADELPHIA PARK - DAY 
An OLDER COUPLE sits on one end of a bench.  Excited, Anthony 
approaches them.  
ANTHONY
Do you mind...listening to  - 
something?
OLD MAN
Sure.
Anthony CLEARS his throat several times, COUGHS.
OLD WOMAN
We’re not getting any younger.
ANTHONY
OK. Here it goes.
Anthony SINGS several phrases of an aria.  The couple nods.
OLD WOMAN
That sounds very good.
OLD MAN
Maybe you should be a singer, you 
know?
VERONICA (O.S.)
I hear Tommy’s got an opening for a  
singing waiter.
Anthony turns around.  Veronica stands looking at him.  
ANTHONY
Maybe I’ll fill out an application.
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VERONICA
You have talent.
He kisses her. 
VERONICA (CONT’D)
Just keep practising.
She kisses him back.
ANTHONY
Oh, I will.
Anthony leads her to a bench and they sit.  He hugs her.
VERONICA
When?
ANTHONY
Back stage.  Just now.  At first, I 
thought - This is it!  The old me 
is back.  I can have my life back.  
VERONICA
And your old girlfriend back...
ANTHONY
I didn’t sleep with Angelica the 
other night.
VERONICA
You didn’t?
He touches her face.
ANTHONY
I told her I was in love with 
someone else.
VERONICA
You did?
He nods.  She hugs him.  
ANTHONY
Oh, God, where was I?
The older couple still sits on the other bench, listening. 
OLDER WOMAN
You were back stage..
Anthony and Veronica laugh.  Anthony continues.
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ANTHONY
Thank you.  But then I realized the 
first person I wanted to tell was 
you.
VERONICA
Really?
The older man throws up his hands.  
OLDER MAN
He said so, didn’t he?
His wife gives him a shove in the ribs.
OLDER WOMAN
Quit interrupting.
He rubs his side.
OLDER MAN
All right!
ANTHONY
And I realized I don’t want my old 
life back. I want to keep this 
life...with you.
They kiss again.
INT. VINCENT’S CAFE - NIGHT 
The party is in full force for Jake with Sophia, Tommy, 
Father Michael, Uncle Funzie, Kelly and her parents, the 
waiters are all milling about, drinking wine.  The restaurant 
is packed.
TOMMY
A toast!  A toast!  To Jake!  Don’t 
forget to come back when you’re 
famous!  
Everyone jumps in:  “Here, here!”  “Bravo!”, “Salud!”
JAKE
How could I forget any one of you!
UNCLE FUNZIE
Oh, you will!
SOPHIA
Let him try!
109 
Jake laughs.
EXT. VINCENT’S CAFE - DAY 
The SOUND of Jake singing, “Nessun Dorma”, drifts on to the 
street.  
Anthony pauses at the door, turning to Veronica.  
ANTHONY
I don’t want to tell anyone else.
VERONICA
What?  
ANTHONY
Not right now anyway.  
He looks through the window at Jake as he sings. Veronica 
smiles at him.  
ANTHONY (CONT’D)
It’s Jake’s turn.  
Anthony opens the door for Veronica and they enter.
INT. VINCENT’S CAFE - DAY 
As Jake finishes his song, shouts fill the air: “Bravo!” 
“Salud!”  
Jake sees Anthony and Veronica and hugs them.    
TWO WAITERS begin to belt out “O Sole Mio”, rising above the 
din, as Jake joins them...and the music SWELLS...
FADE TO BLACK.
THE END
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